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TWO GENTLEMEN OP VERONA. 


** This play,** says the editor of Uie Biographia l^ramatica^ with » 
very misplaced display of rapture, ** has been looked upon by some 
authors as the first that Shakspeare wrote ; if so, what an amazing 
soar of imaginatloa did his genius take at its first flight *.'* Now, soch^ 
hyperholkal praise as this must be the offspring either (^nffectatiou 
or of sheer stupidity i for, though the piece contains some brilliaiit 
passages, and would be a leather in cap of a secondary dramatbt, 
it certainly has notldiig abottt it that Calls for these extravagsynt excla* 
matSons. The c^lliie, allcer sportiog smdi snperls^e eulogy upon the 
** Two Oentlemen^ Verona,** most hirvo been 8a49y at a loss for epi- 
thets Sttflldeatly eleysted tp express, his adadnAloa of Hamlet," 
** kladbeth,** end ** Othdlo.^ Indeedi the eorredness of bis ji^gineht 
ii on« par with its oonsisteiicy, for hr iim very page that conts&s the 
passage just quoted, speaking of an alfietntion ol the play by Victor, 
he cond^es that a more able hand thpa his wpi^ prove inlnilileient 
it into cosnequenrs.^ 

After all that has been said to the tsontrary^ we s^dpect lluit, gener- 

> speaking, the popularity or neglect of a drasm^ piece is no 
^;ir ciiterioB of its value $ and that, when It Is eoiistantly ill-deceived 
•in the Theatre, Us want of success must be placed to some other ac- 
count than that of taste in the audiences who witness it^ An inva- 
riable failure to Cxcdte any interest, pretty convuioingly denotes that 
^erS is some inhereot defiscC in its c<MkStractiOtt, which no charm of 
language or excellence of acjfiAg can sus^t for, *tis certain, that a 
drama, though abounttog wHIi benutHal poetry, may neverthxslessbu 
a very bad one. UVe know that this do^rhie "is sqmnwhst 
^^st qipw in many r|narters, but it is an opinion that J ** fixo 
r ^ o^ 'of us,-^e will die in it at the shdce, ?* To our old-fimhioned 


lit doiMt apjpear that a piay not intended to be played is 
b^,|^ a ridicnious afiieir. 

^ vT|£b BticWei^s for the'|»articular value of the “Two OentlemenrJ . 
Veirona,” if any such thiarc are, whose opinion is worth attending tok^ 
inixsty we imaj^nb, ground' their admiration principally upon the occ4o^ 
sidtiat beauty of its language. We cannot help thinking, and v'C be ^ > 
lieve we are by no meanaelngnlar in the opinion, that in no other play 
of Shakspeare's' are there characters much less calculated to awake 
our sympathy^ or interest us about their fate. With the single excep- 
tion of the, fascinating Julia, is it possible to feel very lively solicitude 
for any of them ? The two friends, Valentine and Proteus, have no- 
thing particularly romantic or captivating in tbeir attachment to each 
other, and are as spiritless a pair of lovers as can well be conceived. 
Valentine, 'tis true, acquires a little fervour in his exile^, and contrives 
to command a portion of our respect; but the character of ProUus is 
altogether repulsive and contemptible. Some fanciful critics have dis- 
covered that bis depravity is ratlier the fault of bis education than of 
his^|lature ; bat, upon this point let the reader , form his own Opiniop. 
He^ undoubtedly, is but a hesitating^' bungling villain. His attempted 
rapain the fbr ^ is groszy In^probable; ah^ his sudden repent|]||pe 
(th<i%h not altogether unnatural, tipoq the supposidqn jqst idlude^ to) 
has a very ludicrous eflbct. To rewaHthis doable scoundrel — a tra^/ 
to frmadship as well as tb love,— with the hand of the, woman he Has 
basely deserted, is anontrage both Upon moral and poetical ^ustLe. 
But, what shall bq said of Valentines astounding act of self-denial in 
resigning his pretensions to Silvia so contentedly ? Trul^, were it not " 
that^e regard cyan the lapses of S^spcare^h'reverence, we ^o^d ' 
say that the thing i» utterly ridiculous; but, sliice the s^ms to 
bear the agtoni^t upon her with ei^platy patience, the reader per 
liaps has no right to complain of it. Nevertheless, the whole of the 
fifth act displays evident marks either of great carelessness or extreme 
haato, and the Uicidents Will not endure a very close scrutiny into thelt 
probability. 

little, however, as we are disposed to admire the major part of the 
gronpe to whom we are Introduced, it is impossible to regard the un^ 
Iqr^ate aiiy sentiments but those pf the warmest attoch- 

laeilk Akhongh ft sis^lar species of character, depicted in a bolder 
sl^i^; ought W selected from Shakspeare's later productions, Wc 
•cawiy think thftt his riper judgment produced any tlung bf ^ 
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iuch mow natural and pleasing than thU early sketch. Iler behi^^r^ 
irougbottt is exquisitely imagined. What can be more truly natufhl 
;'\ao her pettish treatment of LureUa^ or the incident of tearing^ the 
fcter? and what more delicately touching than her ehnduct in the 8ub> 
i^uent scenes, while disguised in the habit.* Sbakspeare seems 

^liave bestowed imusqal care upon the ^tit, as If enanouiured of his 
•wn beautiful conception. Before wc conclude our f^riew of the se- 
"^reral personages of the drama, we must spare a word or two in <Soin> 
mendatiott of honest Lmtnce^ in return Ihr the pleasure his drolleries 
have afforded us. He, too, is one of those whom Shakspeare presents 
%o us again in a more finished form, hut we know not whether these 
later issues of Ms brain have a)l the raci^s of the first sprightly 
runnings.^' hauwee is a far pleasanter Mlow than his friend Sftetdy 
whose incessant quiddities become somewhat tedious, in spite of their 
•farewdness. JCraKfieeV opening soliloquy is inimitable, unless by his pa- 
thetic remonstrance to his dog, in the third act, which is in Sbak> 
speare*8 happiest manner. Would tiat'^llll were more of him ! 

Some of the commentators have taken it into their heads to imagine 
that Shakspeare did not write the whole of this play, but meusiy con> 
tributed a few scenes | and Haumer posil^ely declares that he had 
’40 other hand in it,'th«nlEheeich*eeai9ig‘it with some speeches and lines, 
t^irown in here and there, which are easily distinguished.** TIS’ much 
to be regretted that this acute personage did not condescend to point 
out'^tbe passages which are t<it be known so readily, for we conlbsawe 
are too dull to be able to select them. To us, indeed,' it appears that 


^ere is no play more plainly d&arked by S^kspeatsfi manner thrmtgh 
ifKi^faUittg imme<.sarably short of some of his produetaons, *tis true, 
> "' 7,|prdr bearing his impress too plainly to h« mlstodtefi. The comic 
all that fondness for jingito, and emii!^ which pecu- 
distinguishes Ms Cariier producttdiis, while tim seriotts iceues, 
i§kh their romantic and pastoral cha^Mi^r, dearly Recover "the dawn 
draat bi%fat day of encelleoce which so^ after hurst resplendency 


It has been remained that Shekspeare*s i^Hidiiett Ibr arrajdng bis 
tetooon M toe male gai^, has met with twu detebmted^^llowers iUmir 
t|iim day,^8yFon and Scott Shakspeare's praO^ was^ ptdWy 
\ibrced upon him by necessh^s. Tlie actremea compelled 

todivM' Ms Ihil^e charud^rsof thdr{Mst^^iid%M oltoa'to'‘pos^ 
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Upon the world in meridian glory. Pope, in /act, thought the st}. 

** more natural and unaffected than that of the greater part of She ^ 
apearc*s pJaya/' but this opinion seems to be only partially co .erf - 
Pope, indeed, is never so weak as when upon the subject of Shj^^ 
8peare*s merits, which he was far from liaving an enlarged perceptii 
of, but appears ever to fall into the vulgar error of looking upon Idi J 
as a kind of inspired barbarian, — with occasional flashes of sublimity 
perhaps,— but still a barbarian. His praise of the language of this pla, - 
however, though too sweeping, is perfectly applicable to some of its 
passages. What, for instance, can be more Inirmonious than the flow 
of the following lines, or who for a moment can hesitate to believe 
that they are Shakspeare's ? Wc may^ well ask, with Johnson, “ if ta- 
ken from him, to whom shall they be given?’* 

“ The Miirent, that with gentle murmur glides, 

'Thou know’st, being stopp’d, impatiently doth rage ; 

But, when his fair course is not hindered. 

He makes sweet music with lb* enainel’d stoues, 

Giving a gentle kiss to every sedge 
He overtuketh in his pilgrimage ; 

And so, by many winding nooks he strays, 

With willing sport, to the wild ocean. 

Then, let me go, and hinSer not my cour^e ; 

1*11 be as patient as a gentle stream, 

And make a pastime of each weary step, 

Till the last step have brought me to my love ; 

And there TU rest} as, after iu«*di turmoil, 

A blessed soul doth in Elysium.” 

That this Is Shakspeare’s music, it would be heresy to doubt; bh- 
thp passage, in our opliiion, is not more certainly his thau any othc 
part of the drama. In fact, the affectation of pretending to discovc. 
that certain passages in certain plays were not written by Sbakspearc, ‘ 
is a piece of sheer impertinence, which originated with Pope, and is 
still indulged in by fastidious crities, who, whenever they meet with 
thing that they are pleased to deem “ vulgar,'* roundly assert that 
foisted in by ths! players.’* Really, these players must have. 

\ set of gentlemen, if half of what i« laid to their | 

W fwe too wdl acquaintod with Shakspeare’s 
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. tnchment to miserable conceits,” to think of de]>rmng him of tU 
Jionoiir of one of them. Assuredly, they are nowhere nM»re abuiutan 
u jan they are in this play, and (not to speak profanely) arc occasion 
-ally very wearisome- 

f 'The plot of the piece was probably borrowed from some novel, ac- 
"“fOrdinjf to Sbakspeare’s frequent practice, but if so, it bus escaped tU< 
research of the comnieiit.ators. The story of Proteus and Juluty how- 
ever, said to hear a close resemblance to some incidents in a Spanisln 
romance called “ Diana,** which Avas published towards the close ot 
the sixteenth century. Mr. Mahme conjectures that the play first a|>- 
peared abofit the year 1595, and he certainly is not very wide of the 
truth,^ince it is mentioned by Mercs so early as 1598. That it was lA 
any time a popular production, either in the closet or on the sta^e, 
tlierc is no reason to believe ; it is seldom alluded to by old writoj‘s, 
nor are there any records uf its slumber having been disturbed by the 
players, from the date of its earliest performance, down to the year 
176.'1, when it was produced at Driiry-lane, with some alterations by 
llcnjaiuin Vi<‘tor. On this occasion, it was tolerated, though not ad- 
iiiircd; but, afUir having dragged heavily on for five nights, its career 
was terminated on the sixth by a memorable riot which took place that 
evening. It was then cu.stamary to refuse half price during the run of 
new pieces; ?ind this having given umbrage to some frequenters of the 
Theatre, they resolved to oppose the practice. Hut, perhaps, we had 
hc-iter transcribe Victor’s own account of the affair: 

A set of young men, who called themselves the Town, had con- 
sulted together, and determined to compel the managers to admit them 
^ai Jlie end of the third act) at half-price, to every performance, ex- 
cept during the run of a new pantomime; and they chpse to make their 
demand on the sixth night t>f the ‘ Tavo Gentlemen of Verona,* though 
it was printcil on the day-bills, Tor the Benefit uf the Author of the 
Alleratiuns, It appeared afterwards, a rumour prevailed that JVfr. Gar ■ 
rick was the author ; for it must be supposed they were ignorant of the 
outrage they were committing on private property. HowcTCr, the per- 
formance of the play was actually forbid, and the money taken return- 
ed to the audience. Mv^ redress was undoubtedly tq be obtained eithe|. 
from the leader of this troop (who was well known) or from mana- 
gers; but, as tlic rioters did much greater mwchief to Goy^t-garden 
Theatre, on the same occasion, and as those in thq d^i«^tio«t^re chose 
to give up all manner of redress* the managers of 
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, wise to stand a prosecution alone i therefore, they followed the had 
t example, and were so honourable as to pay me 100/, which was about 
the clear sum above the charge of the house on the sixth night.*'* 

The play was now again neglected, till the year 1790, when Krmb1e< 
brushed the dust from it, and brought it forward at Drury-lanc ,* bOt, 
so cool was its reception, that it was immediately laid again aside, 
similar lesult took place on its revival at Covent-garden in 1608; and 
these repeated failures would probably have banished it frt>ui the' stage ' 
for ever, had not the popularity attendant upon the plan of interspers- 
ing ** The Comedy of Errors” and “ Twelfth Night** with music, cii- 
eonraged the managers to make a similar experiment upon “ Tlie Two 
Gentlemen of Verona.** With this aid, and tiiat of gorgeous* show > 
and scenery, it has lately met with some portion of favour ; but, 'tis 
morally certain, tli>>t were these adventitious attractions withdrawn, it 
would at once relapse into its former obscurity. 

The furegoingobservalions upon the character of this play, refer to the 
copy left ushyShakspearc, and not to the altered drama, to which some 
(if them are not exactly apidicable. The reader will find, for instance, 
that Fal€niiHe*svLnga.iUnt beliavionr toMtards Sihia has been expunged, 
that Proteus* attempted rape has been a little softened down, and that 
some attempts have been made to amend the construction of the fifth 
act, Tlicse alterations, we believe^ are the work of Victor. That 
writer says in his preface, that he leaves candid judges to say whether 
his additions to the characters of JLaunce and Speed (curtailed in this 
copy) contribute any thing to the gratification of the reader ; but, we 
fear the sentence of the mildest judges will be very little in his favour. 
The attempt to “ copy ShakSpeare^s magic** has here, as in aJJ 
instances, been utterly abortive. P.P. 

* History of the Theatres, Vol. Ill p. 45. A more iblnute account 

of this riot may be seen in Davis's Life of Garrick, VolH. Fitzpatrick, 
the principal actor in it has been gibbetted by Churchill in the ** Ros- 
•lad.** 
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TWO GENTLEMEN OF VERONA. 


ACT I. 

SCENE I . — A Street in Verona. 

Enter VALEWTiifK and Protbds, b.h. 

VaL Ceaso to persuade, my loving Proteus ; 
>iomc^kceping youth have ever homely wits; 

Were’t not, aflection chains thy captive heart 
To the sweet glances of thy honour’d love, 

I rather would entreat Ihy company 
To sec (he wonders of the world abroad, 

Than, living dnily slug^rdiz’d at home, 

\V ear out thy hours with shapeles^dleness. 

Pro. W ilt thou be gone ? Sweet Valentine, adieu ! 
Think on thy Proteus, when thou, haply, see’sf 
Some rare, note-worthy, object in thy travel 
Wish me piirtaker in thy happiness, 

When thou dost meet good nap; and, in thy danger, 
1 f ever danger do environ thee, 

Commend fliy wievanoa to my holy prayers ; 

For I will be thy beadsman, Valentine. 

Val. And on a love^ook pray tor my success. 

Pro. Upon some book I love I’ll pray for thee, 
Vhen thou bhalt love, that thou nmy’st thrive therein, 
"Even as I would in my ^t to Julia. 

Val. That, trust me, Proteus, 1 shall never do. 

Pro. What? , 

Be in love where scorn is bought with 
groans; 

B 




2 TWO eiSNTLSMBN 

sighs ; one fading moment’s mirth 
W ith twenty watchful, weary, tedious nights : 

If haply won, perhaps, a hapless gain ; . 

^ If lost, why then a grievcnis labour won : 
\However, but a follv bought with wit, 
else a wit by folly overthrown, 

A-:\Pro. So, by 3ronr circunistance, you call me fool 
; Vet writers say, as in the sweetest bud 
. The eating can^r dwells, so eating love 
Inhabits in the finest wits of all. 

Val. Abd writers say, as the most forward bud 
is eaten by the canker, ere it blow, 

£ven so, by love,Vbe young and tender wit 
Is turn’d to>ll 


Losing his^%jdure,'^^^ in the prime, 

And all tte'fair ejBTects of future hopes. 

But wher^^re Waste I thne to counsel thee, 

That art a votary to fond desire ? 

Once more, adieu! — My ftther, at the road, 

Exacts my coming, there to see me shipp’d. 

Pro- And thithfer.will i bring thee, valentinc. 
Val. Sweet Prot^s, no ; now let us take our Iea\ c\ 
To Milan let tijfe hear frofn thee by letters, 

Of tW succeiss in love, and What news else 
in absence of thy friend ; 

- - 

fp. All.faapplrti^ b^clntnce to^thee in Milan * 
f&L Aa much to ymi dt home! and so, fore well ! 

* Ta-H, 

Jpro. He after honiwir hyats, 1 eller loVe s 
leaves his frien&(^ to dignify th^ more j 
I hfove ifiy^f, my^fnends,^ 

Thbu, Junh^ thon^hast ^ 

Made me faqr studteSyTbse my time, 

War with good cotintel, the world at nought, 

MAlte'wit|r^ weak^ heart sick with thought. 

reed. Sir Proteus^ save you! Saw you my nia^" 
ter? 



OF VERONA. 3 

f’/o. But now he parted hence, Co embark ibr 
^ Milan. 

^Speed. i Twenty to one^ then. he u> shipp’d already j ^ 
Alia I h'dve play’d the sheep in losing him. 

« Pio. But, dost thou hear ?—gav’st thou my letter 
to Julia? 

Speed. Ay, sir ; I, a lost mutton, gave your letter 
to her, a laced mutton ;(1) and she, a laced mutton, 
ga\e me, a lost mutton, nothing for my labour. 

Pro. Come, come, open the matter in brief, what 
said she ? 

Speed. Open your purse, that the money and the 
matter may be both at once delivered. 

Pto. Well, sir, there is for your pains. — (Give^ 
him monej/.)-^What said she ? • 

^eed. Truly, sir, 1 think, you’ll hardly win her. 

Pro. Why ? — Could’st thou perceive so much ffom 
her r 

Speed. Sir, 1 could fierceiyc nothing at all from 
her ; no, not so much as a d^$t for delivering your 
letter: and, being so hardtdiine that brought your 
»miiid, I fear she’ll prove as hard to you mteHiugyour 
mind. 

Pio. What ! said she nothing? 

Speed. No, not so much as -— Take this thy 
pains .^^ — To testify your boimtY, I thank yoO^ you 
have testcrn’d(S) me; inTei$u|bii Whereof, henceforth , 
carry your letters yourself: and so, sir, I’ll commend 
you to my master. * 

Pro. Go, go, begone, to save your ship fibm wreck; ^ 

Which cannot perish, having thee aboai d, « ’ 

Being destin’d to a dryer death on shore ^ 


{\) A 4»utton io our author's tlttie so estafaUshcNl a tsrm 
iur couitoeait, that a street in GhtrkenwaU, irhich was mach 
by women of the town, was then called Mnttpn-lane. Wenchers are to 
this day called mutton-mougerS. Speed calls himself a htt nmftitH be* 
ause he had lost his master, and because iWbus had been proving 
him a sheep. 

* (2) You have rewarded mo with a or tester j that is, with a 

ence. 

B 9 
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1 must g;o send some better messenger ; 

I fear my Julia would not deign my lines 
Receiving them from^bucha viorthfess post. 

[JSarpffw/ Speedy 1 .. 11 , Pio. r,u, 

SCENE 11 Garden of Julia^^ House in 

Verona. 

Enter Julia and LucbttA) ii,h. 

Jut, But say, Lucetia^ now sve are alone, 
Would'st thou, then, counsel mo to fall in love ? 

Luc. A>, madam ; so you stumble not unheedfull) . 
J uL Of all the of ^^ntlemon, 

That every day with ^TO;&tt<^olinter me, 

In thy opinion, which is' worthiest love? 

Lmc. Please you, repeat their names ; I’ll show my 
mind, 

According to my shallow siriiple skill. 

JuL What think’st thou of the fair Sir Altainont ? 
Luc. As of a knight well-spoken, neat, and tine ; 
But, were I you, he ne’ew should be my choice. 

JuL What think’st thou of the fair Mercatio ? 
Luc, Well of his wealth; but of himself — so, so. 
JuL What think’st thou of the gentle ProUms ? 
Luc. Pardon, dear madam ; ’tis a passing shame, 
That 1, unworthy body as I am> 

:»hould censurc(l) thus on lovely gentlemen* 

JuL Why not on Proteus, as of all the others ? 
Luc. Then thus ;--of many good, I think him bes 
JitL Your reason? 

Luc, X have no other than a woman’s reason ; 

1 think him so> because I think him so. 

JuL And would’st thou have me cast my love <1 
him? 

Luc, Av, if you thought your love not castanaj 
JuL Wky he, of all the rest, hath mov’d me lea 


(1) Paw Aenteact, gi^e 1117 jndgmetik or opinion 



OF VERONA, 

ijuc* Y et he, of all the rest, I think, best loves \om * 
JuL His little speaking shotvs his love but small* 
I^uc, Fire, that is closest kept, burns most of all. 
J uL I would I knew his mind. 


* fsuc^ Peruse this paper, madam. 

iGvoes Julia a letler.) 
Jiih (Heads,) To Julia/' — Say, from whom ? 
Lt4c, That the contents wiUshow. 

JnL Say, say ; who gave it thee? 

IjUc, Sir Valentine’s Page ; and sent, I think, Ironi 
Proteus. 


He would ha\e given it you ; but 1, being in the wa>, 
Did in your name receive it. 

JuL *Now, by ray podesty, a goodlv broker !(?) I 
Dare yon presume to t}iyrbour waut(m liueT? 4 < v 

To wHisper and conspire against Sny youth l/c ^ nt 

(Gives the letter to Lucetfa , ) 
There, take the paper, see it be return’d ; 

Or else n'tiirn no more into my sight. 

Luc. To plead for Idvc deserves n^ore fee than hate,» 
JuL Will you begone? . . ^ . v. ay..'* ' 

Luc. That you may rumii^atc ? i.ai. * 

JuL And yet, I wpuIdJ bad o’ei’lookM the better, 
f t u ere a shame to call her back agaiu, 

And pray her to a feult, for which I chid her. 

What fool is she, th:it knows 1 am a maid, 

A nd would not force the letter to my view ! 

Since maids, in modesty, say iVc, to that 
Which (hey Would have the proQ'^er c<>ijii^true 
tie ! how wayward is ihi% foolish love, 
jThat, like a testy babe, will scnUch the nurse, 

(And presently, all humbled, kis^ihe rod I 
IJow aiigril) I taught my brow to frown, 

When inward joy enforc’d my heart to smile 1 
My penance is*, to call Lucetta back, 

And ask remission tor my folly past ^ 

What ho I LillSettat 


j ) A broker was used for mateb-maVer, sometimes for a pi*oc«rt ss, 

B 3 
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EnUr Litcetta^ t:>.h- 

•• '< 

JLuc, Wliat wcmJUl your ladyf^bip ? 

JuL Is it near aiiinertime? 

Euc, t would it were ; 

^hat you might kiH your Atom^h(l) on your meat, 
And not upon your maid. — (t^rossesiQ r.h, — (roing^ 
she drops the leit^y and picks it up hastily.) 

, J uL f What IS it you took up 
«^So gingery? 'a 
Euc. Nothu^. 

y JuL Why did^st thou stoop, then ? , 

. Eue;''}T6 tal^k paper^u^p thai,I let felL 

J uL is (hat paper nothing ? 

iwc. Nothing conteming mci . 

K JuL ^hen iet it lie those that it concerns, ^ 
Xnc# Madaid> it will not lie where it concerns : 
Unless it have A %lse interpr^r, 

JuL Some loy«! of yours hath writ to you. in rhyme, 
Luc. That X; might fiiig it, madam, to a tunc : 
Give mo? a note: yout Uniyshtp can set. 

O, ho^,4elightfiil would you sing it! 

JuL ; And why not you ? 

1 cannot reachlso high. 

Jw/. Let’s see your^song, — (Takes and reads the 
;/€/ter-j)[^llow now, ipn . 

,, Xnre. Madalh^ metbihk^ 1 do not like this iune, 

' iw4 No, madam ; it is too sharp. 

JuL You, m^on/ bre too saucy, — 

^ears the letteryand throws it away . ) 
This battle shall hot henceforth trouble me. 
JHereiaia cgjil with protestation!-^ 

Go, gel you gone:~ - 

(Lucetta is gomg to pick up the pieces of the letter,) 
And Idt the pa]^r.s lie 

Y Qu wbuld b e jSng p qng them, to auger me. 


(1) was iis^d for paWion, or obstinac}'. 
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Ijuc* {Aside.) She makes it strange ; but she would 
be best pleas’d 

To be so anger’d with another tetter. [^Exit^ nai. 

JuL O 5 hateful hands, to tear such loving words ! 
ril kiss each several paper for amends^— 

( Takes up the pieces.) 

And, here is writ, — kind unl^ind Julia ! 

Look, here is writ,— Proteus 
Poor wounded liame bosom, as a bed, 

Shall lodge thee, till tjby wound he thoroughly heal’d ; 
And thus 1 search it with a sovereign kiss. 

Be calm, good wind, blow not a workaway, 

Till 1 have found each letter in the letter, 

Except mine own narhe; that some whirlwind bear 
Unto a ragged, tearfliLhanging rock, 

And throw it thence into the $ea ! 

Lo, here in one line is his name twice Writ;— - 
Poor forlorn ProteuSy passionate Pred^us^ 

To the sweet J uliu ! — tfiat ITl tear away 
And yet I will not : sj^tli so prettily - 
lie couples it to his complaining names r 
’J"lms will 1 fold them upon oiie another; 

Now kiss, embrace, contend, what you will ! 

Enter LucetTa, r.h. 


Luc. Madam, dinner’s ready your father stays. 
JuL Well, let us go. 

Luc. What, shall these papers Ue Uke teiUtglo# # "| 
'• here? ' > ’ 'fr / \ 

' JuL If you respect them, bosBt to mke them up. 

Luc.. Nny, 1 was taken up for laying them down; 

Yet here they shall nOt lie patching OPld. 

{Picks up the papers, ) 
JuL Come, come; will’t please you go 
1 st?e, you have a mont h’s m iM to theOi* 4 

' \^Ex4ty a.H,' 

Luc. Ay, madam, younmy what sigbte yon see 
I see things too; although you judge, 1 wjuk. 
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SCENE III —-4 Hoorn in Anionio^s Ilouse^ tn 
Verona. 

Enter Antonio and Panthino, l.ii. 

Ant. lyil me, Panthino, what sad(I) talk was that 
Wherewith Salanio held you in the cloistc^r? 

Pan. *Twas of yonr son, Sir ProteusVmy lord. 
Ant. Why, what of him? 

Pan. He woAder’d that } our lotdship 
W ottld suffer him to spend his youth at home. 
While other men, of slender jreputation, 

Pat (bilh their iiOns to seek pfefimment out : 

Some to4lhe wars, to try their fortune tluTc ; 

Some, to the studious "^universities : 

For anj, or for all these exercises. 

He said, that Proteus, your son, was meet; 

And did request me, to impprtune you 
To let him spend his time no more at home ; 

Which would be great impeachment(2) to his ago, 

In having know^ri no travel in his jouth. 

Ant. Nor nced’st thou niueh importune me to that 
Whereon this month 1 have been hammering. 

I have consider’d well his loss of time ; 

And how he cannot be a perfect man, 

Not being tried, and tu^pr’d in the world : 
Fixperiehcc is by industry achiev’d. 

And t^erfected by the swift course of time : 

Then, tell me, whither were I best to send him : 

Pan. I think, your lordship i^ not ignorant 
How his companion, youthful Valentine, 

Attends the Duke of Milan in his court ? * 

Ant. I know it well. 

Pan. good, 1 think, your lordship sent hin 

t|jiher ; 

There pall he practise tiUs and tournaments, 

Hear |^eet discourse, converse with noblemen, 


Serious or esarnest coorereatioti. 

Imj^fachment iu this instance moans reproaeht or imputation 
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And be in^e ofj^Mty exercise, 

Worthy Bis youth and nobleness of birth. 

■ Ant,* 1 like thy counsel ; well hast thou advis’d : 
And, that thou inay’st perceive how well I like it, 

The execution of it shall make known ; 

Even with the speediest expedition, 

I will dispatch him to the court of Milan. 

Pan, To-morrow, niay it please yoo, Don Alphonse, 
With other geutlcmea of goofl esteem, 

Ai-e journeying to salute the royal duke, 

And to commend their service to his wifi. 

AnL Good company ; with them shall Prpteus go: 
And, in good time,— towards andper^^ 
cehing Proteus,)^pow will weJhrfak withhim.(l> 

( Theif retire a little . ) 

• 

Enter Proteus, reading a letter^ and followed 

JpAUNCK, Xi*H, 

Pro, Sweejt love ! sweet Uitcs ! svv^et life . 

VUere is her hand, the agent of her heart ; 

Here is her oath for love, her honour^s • 

Oh, that our lathers wotijd ap^daud dtir loves, 

To seal our happiness with tteir consents ! 

O, heavenly Julia !— ilow goi you this letter ? 

Ltaunce, Madam Julia bedlioned me from the bal- 
cony, and dropt it into my bi^net. , 

. ( Antonio imd Pavdhino advance,) 
Ant, How now? what letter are you reining there ? 

• .Pro. MayT please your Idrtdship, His a woi:d or two 
Of commendation sent^from V^alenUne, ^ 

Brought by a friend met hiitt oh t^e way. 

Ant, L^d me (he letter ; l(rt me sell, what news. 
Pro. There is no news, my lord ; bhit that writes 

Wishing me with him, partner of his 1fi?rtune-* 

Ant. And how stand you a^cted to his wish ? 

Pro, As one relying on youSnordship’s wiU^ 

And not dependiiig cip his friendly^ wish. ; * 

Ant My j^ili is somewhat with bis wish : 

^ Ct) BrefUc the to ^ V- , ! 
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J^use not that I thus suddenly proceed ; 

For what I will, 1 will, and there an end. 

I am resolv’d, that thou shalt spend some time 
With Yalentintis in the court df Milan; 

What maintenance he from his friends receives, 

Like exhibitioli(l) thou siialt have from me. 
To-morrow be in readiness to go : — 

Excuse it not, for I am perenip^y. 

Pro, My lord, I cannot be so soon provided. 
Please you, deliberate a day or two. 

Look, T^at thou want’s! shall be sent after 
thee ; 

' No more of stay ? to-morrow thou must go. — 

Ann, my good Launce, and pack up speedily ; 
^o-mbrrow you must both away for Milan. — 

« \^ExU Launce 9 

>Come do, Panthino ; you shall be employ’d * 

To hasten on his expedition."^ 

: l^Exeunt jintonio and Panlhino, a. a. 
^Pro. Thus have I aliuim’d^he fire for fear of burn- 
ing; ", 

And drencjh’d me in the sea, where 1 am drown’d ! 

I fear’d to show my father Julki’s letter, 

Lest be should take exceptions to my love ; 

And, with the Vantage of raide oWn excuse^ 

Hath he excepted mosft against my love. 

O, how this spring of love resembteth 
The uncertaiif glory of an April day ; 

Which now shows all the b^oty of the sun, 

And by and by a clouditakes all away \ 

Enter Panthino, r.ii. 


Pan. Sir Pupteiis, your fether calls for you ; 
He is in | therefore, I pray you, go. 


... n.H 

nVhy, this it IS !— my heart accords th^eto ; 
; a thow^n^ times it answers, po. [ Exity a. u 


ft) Allowwtce. 
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SCJENE IV. — A Street in Verona- 
Enter Launch, cr^ing^ u.n. 

Launce, O, mfeelrable, iiikdone Launce, what will 
become of thee ! To be forced to leave my pretty 
birth-place of Verona, and all my natural kindred in 
it, to wander away with Sir Proteus to Milan ! — O, 
0 , 0 ! 

Pan* {TFitkout*)^ Why,'Xiaunce,— why, Lauiice, 

— thou knave, thou f 

AWer pANTHINO, R.H. 

Launce, Nay, ’twill be tliisi hour ere I have done ), 
weeping ; all the hind of the Launces have this very,' ^ 
fault:— 0,0,9! 

Pan, Away, aw^ay aboard; thy master’s neceasa- „ 
ries are eml^r king, Van d thou art to post ajfler with ’ 
oars. M 

Launce* O me, O me ! ^ 

Pan. What’s the^ matter? Why weep’st thou, 
man? — Away, ass ; thou tarry any lon^r. thou^ 
wilt lose the Jood ; and, in IdS^ng the flood, lose thy '" 
voyage ; and, in losing thy Vc3yage, loi^ thy master ; ^ 
and, in losing;^ thy master, thy service ; and, in 
losing thy strvicey^CLauneeputs AeV hand before his 
mouth. y — why dost thqu stop my mi^tb ? 

Launce. For Ifear thou shesdd^^t Ib^ thy tongue. — ^ ' 
Lose the flood, and the voya^, and the master, andv 
the service I — why, man, if fte rivet were dry, I am 
able to fill it with my tears ; if the wind were dow^i,,^ 

I could drive the boat ^ith my sighsf, if the~ . 

Pan. Cdiaie, conic ; away, > man !-^l was sent to 
call thee: 

Launce- C(iU mcl^sir, <?att me what yon dare* 
Pan. Conm; wiH thou TO? 

Launce* Well, sir — well, sir— I will go. 

L.p. 

B 6" 
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SCENE V . — The Garden of Julio' » House, in 
VfTona. ' 

Enter Paoteus Joma, r.h^.e. 

Pro. Have patieace, gentle Julia. 

Jul. r must, -where ia'po remedy. 

Pro. ^hen possibly l ean, 1 wdl return. 

'^^ul. If you turft(i) not, you will retura the socmer. 
Keep this remenibrance thy Julia’s sake. 

» ■ {Gives him a ring.) 

- Pro. ' Why," then, WO’fl make exchange, love: — 
take you ibis; — . {Gives Julia a ring.) 

Here on this haie^ I 8t»t toy ccHistancy ; - 
And when that hour o^rslfps me in the day 
"Wherein I sigh not, Julia, for thy sake,. 
iThe ne:tl ensui ng ^ ur some foul mHbbanoe 
Torment me for my love’s ftnrgt^pftilness ! 

*! My father stsws tax.comttg; I most go; 

The tide*Ts"now iiwnay, not the ^e of tears ; 

That tide, wotild stay me longer than I wish. 

^lia,. Jewell ''' ■ 

* \JiJsobresJcs from him, md Exit, n.n. 

Whatl gone wjthpttt a word ? 

Ay, so true love<idfakmld do : it cannot ^[leak ; 

Tor truth hath butter de^s, than words, to grace it. 

' Enter i.H. , 

Luc. Sir Pru^s, yod are stsud for. 

Pro. Well, T come;! 

/Alas, tfah parting stribe^ poor lovers dumb I 

■ X.^*it, I..H. 

Enter JvmA, n.n.v.B.. . 

liupctta.i gentle girl, aiirfst me ! 
to ktod.loito,i|;,do oc^Jure tisto, — 

j^bnr luuM^n your return. 
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%Vho ai t the tadble wherein all my thoughts 
ire visibly engrav’d awd character'd,—* 

|To lesson me, and tell me some good mean, 

I How, with my honour, I may undertake 
[a journey to my loving Proteip. 

I LfUC, Alas, the way is wearisome and long ! 

JuL A true-devoted pilgrim; is not W^ary „ , 

To measure kingdoms with his feeble steps ; > 

Much less shall she, that hath loV^b's wings 
And when the flight 4s made to cine so dl^^^ ; 

Of such divine perfection as iProteus-i(V^^<’ /t, 

/ Luc, Better mrbear till Proteus make return^' ' 

JuL Oh ! l^w’at thmir^t^ W looj^|^jagy8»l's 
food ? ♦ 


Did’st thou but feel the iij^Jpuc^ of love> 

Thou would'st as soon gcTRindl^ fire with snoV, 

As seek to qu^ph the fire of love ivith words. 

Luc, Madam^ t do tiot seek to quench the hrf , 
But qualify the fire's ex|reme rage ; ^ ^ ' 

Lest it should burn above thn.^unds of reason, ; 

JuL The more thou damiwst it up; the more ii 
burns . ’ , . , 

The current, that with geiTtle murmur glides, , . 
Thou know’st,being flopp’d, tmp^ti^euy doth rage; 
But, when his fiiir course is not mnderTOn 
He makes sweet music with the en ^ej^ STstonefe, 
Giving a gentle kiss to ^e<|gg ^ 

He ovortakethin hiapiigrim^^; 

And so by many winmng nqgto he atimys, 

With willing sport, to iOne wu3;\ocean. 

Then let me go^ and hiiider hc^l my course : 

I'll be as patient as a gentle strea^. 

And make ^ wepiiy Kil 

nil the, test step have bimaght me to my love : 

And there Til rest, as, kfter much tumj^, 

A blessed soul doth in JpSl^sianif « * I . . 

Lmc, But in what hkbit will you go alMg ? ' 

JuL Not like a waxi& f would J^event 

'he bold encjglitf^ ofttligbverti' d meh;- 
n this my jonmey ; tfaeieKHre^ I do thee> . 
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(j(‘nllc Liicelta, fit me with such weeds 
As nuiy beseem some well-reputed page. 

LjUC, W hy, then, your ladyship must cut youi 
hair. 

Juh No, girl : I’ll knit it up in silken strings. 
With twenty odd-conceited true-love knots: 

To be tantastick may become a youth 
Of greater lime than I shall show to be. 
vfeut, tell me, wench, how will the world r<-pn{<? me 
For undertakin^Tso iinstaid(l) a journey ? 

I fear it will make rac scandaliz’d. 

Luc. If you tliink so, then stay at home, and go not. 
JuL Nay, that I will not. 

JjUC. Then, never dream o’ the scjindal, madam ; go. 
If Prolens like yoiij journey, when you com(‘, 

No matter who ’s displeas’d, when you are gone : 

1 ti-ar me, he will scarce be pleas’d w ithall. 

J uL Thai is the least, Liicetta, of my fear : 

A thousand oaths, an ocean of his tears, 

And instances as infinitive ofJove, 

Warrant me welcome, to niy Proteus, 

Luc. All these are servants to deceitful men. 

Jul. Base men, that use them to so base (‘fled 1 
Bui truer stars did govern Proteus’ birth ; 

His words arc bonds, his oaths are oracles ; 

15 is lov<^ sincere, his thoughts immadilate ; 
t'His tears, pure messengers sent from his In art : 

His heart as far from fraud, as heaven from t‘arth. 

TjUC. ’Pray heaven, he prove so when you come to 
him. 

JuL Now , as thoirlov’st me, do him not tliat wrong. 
To bear a hard opinion of his truth : 

Only deserve my love, by loving him 
And presently go with rac to my chamber, 

To take a note of what I stand in ne<‘d of 
To furnish me upon niy longing journey : (i2) 

All that is mine f k^ave at thy dispose, 

(ly Indiscreet. , 

l2j Dr. Grey observes, thrit lonj^in^ is a participle active, with n. 
passive signification ; for longed, wished or desired. » 
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My goods, ray lauds, iny reputation ; . 

Only, in lieu thereof, dispatch me hence: — . 

Nay, answer not ; but to it presently ; 

I am im})atient of jny tarriancc. 

. [^Exeunt^ JuL ii u. Luc, 

END OF ACT I. 


ACT IL 

SCENE 1 . — The ]^uke*s Palace in Milan, 
Enter V^alentine, l.h. Speed, running after hint. 


Speed. Sir, sir, your glove. 

VaL Not niiiic; ray gloves are on. 
ila ! let me see : — ’tisjnine ; ay, give it me. — 

Sweet ornament, that decks a thing divine ! — 

Ah, Silvia 1 Silvia! 

Speed, Madam Silvia ! Madam Silvia ! (Calls,) 

Val. How now, siri^lii ? 

Speed. She is not within hearing, sir, 

Val. Why, sir, who bade you call her ? 

Speed, Your worship, sir; or else I mistook. 

Val. (to to, sir ; tell me, do you know lady Silvia r 

Speed, She that your worship loves ? 

Val. Why, how know you that I am in love ? 

■•Sp ecd. Marry, by these special marks — First, you 
hiivc learned, like Sir Proteus, to wreathe your arms 
like a mal-content ; to walk alone, like one that had 
the pcstilefice; to spe^ puling, like a beggar at hal- 
lo wmas;(l) and to relish a love-song, like a fobiii- 

(1) On All-saints-Day the poor people in Staffordshire , dnd perhap^ 
in other country plufcs, ^yo from parish to parish a souling as the 
it ; and puliii*^ (or binging small, as Bailey’s Uict. exp 

]»uliiig} for soiil-cakcs, or any good thing to* make them merry. 
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n‘(l-bu*ast. — You wore ^oiit, wh(‘n you 1 oiiilu'c*, 
now liko a cock ; when you walked, to walk like )iie 
of the lions; when you tasted, it was pres(‘ijt!y atttu 
dninei whi^n you looked sadly, it was to» want of 
money; and now, you are metamoiphosed with \ me- 
Irc^'S, that, when 1 l(K)k on you, I can hardly <hmk you 
iny master, 

Val. Ale all these things percei\c \ in e e r 
Th(*y are all perceived without \» u. 

/ uL I5ut, tell me, dost thou know m\ I *d\ Si!\ 1 1 . 

Spv(d. She that you gize on so^ when she m(s at 
suppn' ? 

(V//. Hast thou ol)S(T\ed that? Kveii slie 1 mean. 

Speed. Why, sir, 1 know her not. 

raL Dost ihoii know her by my gazing (m Ik i , 
and yet know’st lu i n >t ? 

Sp(ed. Is she not haid favoured^ 

/ W. Not so lair, us well favoured. 

Spted. Not so fair as, of you, well fivoiired. — You 
never saw her since she was deformed. 

l^aL Ifow long hath she been defoumd ? 

Sp((d. Ever since you loved hei. 

/7//. 1 ha V e loved her evgr since ] saw her; and 
still I see her beautiful. 

Sp((d, O, that you had mine eyes ; or your own 
had th<‘ lights IIkw weie wont to have, when you chid 
at Sir Proteus for going uiigartered ! 

Va!. What should I see I hen ? 

Speed, Your own present folly ; for he, Ireing in 
love, could not see to garter his hose ; and yon, being 
in love, cannot sec to put on your hose. 

Vaf, Belike then you are in love : for last inorninir 
you could not see to wipe my shoc^. 

Speed. True, sir; 1 was in love with my bed ; 1 
thank you, you svvijrged me for my love, w Inch makes 
me the bolder to chide you for yours. 

VaL She hath enjoined me to w tite some lines to one 
lile loves. 
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VaL I have. 

Speed, Are they not lamely writ ? 

Vaf, They arc as well as I can do them : — peace, — 
here she comes. 

Speed. {Aside,) — O, excellent motion ! (1>0, ex- 
ceeding puppet ! Now will he interpret to her. 


Enter Silvia, l.u, 

VaL Madam and mistress, a thousand good mor- 
rows. 

Speed. {Aside,) — O, give you good even ! here’s 
a miiiion of manners. 

SiL Sir Valentine and servant, to yon two thou- 
sand, * 

Speed, {Aside *) — He should give her interest, and 
she gives it him. 

Val, As you enjoin’d me, I have writ your letter, 
{Oives h%r a paper^ which she rcMds,) 
Unto th(i secret, nameless friend of yours ; 

Which I was much unwilling to proceed in, 

But for my duly to your ladyship. 

SiL I thank you, gentle servant : ’tis very clerkly 
done. {2) 

Val, Now, trust me, madam, it came hardly off; 
For, btu ng ignorant to whom it goes, 
f writ at random, very doubtfully. 

SiL Perchance, you think too much of vso much 
palfis ? 

Val, No, madam; so it stead you, I will write. 
Please you command, a thousand times as much ; 

And yet, =- 


Cl) Motion t in Shakspeare’s time signified puppet — It was frequent J> 
used in that sense, or rather perhaps to signify a puppet-show. The 
master whereof may properly be said to be an interpreter, as being the 
explainer of the inarticulate language of the actor. The speech of the 
servant is an allusion to that practice, and he Aieans to say that Silvia 
is a puppet, and that Valentine is to interpret to or rather /or her. 

(2) Like a scholar. 
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S?L (Heads .) — That eye blind indeed^ that 
heart i£>ere cold^ 

IVhere gifts like yoi/rs ” 

A pretty period ! Well, 1 guess the seqiud, 

And yet 1 will not name it : — and yet 1 care not : — 
And yet take this again : — and yet 1 thank you ; — 

M eaiiing henceforth to trouble you no more. 

Speed. (Aside.) — And yet you will ; and yet ano 
ther yet. 

Fal. What means your ladyship? do yon not 
like it ? 

SiL Yes, yes ; (he lines arc very quaintly writ : 
But, since unwillingly, take them again ; 

Nay, take them. 

Val. Madam, they are for you. 

*S7/. /\y, ay, you writ them, sir, at my request ; 

But J will none of them : — ^they are for you : — 

(Gives him. (he paper. ) 
] would have had (hem writ more movingly. 

(Crosses (o n. II.) 

Val. Please you, I’ll write your ladyship another. 
SiL And when it’s writ, for my sake n^ad it over : 
And, if it please you, so ; — yi not, why, so. 
i^al. If it please me, madam ! what then ? 

SiL Why, if it please you, take it for your lal)our : 
And so good morrow, servant. [ /^.r/7, ii.u. 

Speed. O jest unseen, inscrutable, invisible, 

As a nose on a man’s face, or a weathercock on the 
steeple ! 

My master sues to her ; and she hath taught her suitor. 
He being her pupil, to become her tutor. 

VaL How now, sir? what arc you reasoning with 
yourself ?( 1 ) 

Speed. Njiy, I was rhyming, — ’tis you that ]iav<* 
the reason. 

Fn/. To do w hat ? 

Speed. To be a spokesman from madam Silvia. 

FaL To w hom ? 


(ll ULs('oursiii{?, talking — An Italianism. 



OF VERONA. 10 

iSperd, To yourself: why, she woos you by a 
figure. 

l^aL What figure ? 

Speed, By a letter, I should say. 

•VaL She hath not writ to me. 

•Speed, What need she, when she hath made you 
write to yourself? Do you not perceive th(‘ jest ? 

VaL No, believe me. 

Speed. No believing you indeed, sir. But did you 
perceive her earnest ? ^Vhy, she hath given you a 
ic;t<or. 

VaL That’s the letter I writ to her friend. 

Speed, And that letter she hath delivered, and there 
at end. 

Val, I Avould it were no worse. 

Speed. I’ll warrant you, *tis well ; 

I or o ften have zcril to her; and she^ in mo- 

dest fy, 

Or else, for want of idle time^ could not again reph/; 

^Ise sonm messenger ^ that might Jier 
mind discover,^ 

n erself hath taught her l&ve himself to write unto 
her lover « 

All this 1 speak in print ;(1) for in print 1 found it. — 
Why muse you, sir ? ’tis near dinner time. 

VaL [ have dined. 

Speed. Ay ; but hearken, sir ; though the camc- 
leon, love, can feed on the air, I am one, that am 
nourished by my victuals, and would fain have meat. 

• VaL Begone, then, and leave me. 

Speed. O sir, follow your mistress’s direction, 
write more movingly ; — be moved, sir ; — he moved. 

. L.H. 

Fal. My hopes and fears confound me. — Silvia ! 
The unblown rose, the crystal, nor the diamond, 

Is not more pure than she : her veryname, 
luke some celestial fire, quickens my spirit : 

She is the star, by whom my fate fe led. — 


(1) With exactness. 
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She comes again : her eyes are smiling too, 

Kindly as sun-shiiic on the new-born spring. — 

Re-enter Silvia, r.ij. 

Distract me not with ri<JdIes, gentle Silvia ! 

1 am on the verge of happiness or misery : 

Sir Thu no is a suitor for your love, 

Proud of his wealth and rank, 

SiL But I am free ; 

And will not be enslav’d, nor doom’d to wed 
That singing, vain, that self-conceited lord. 

The hard condition of my fate excuses 
All breach of blushing, maidenly reserve; 

And V ill absolve her fault, if fault it be. 

Who here cbmmends'‘herself to your protection. 

VaL My arms, dear saint, shall be your sanctuary ; 
1 lodge you in ray bosom, and will w^ear you 
Safij in my heart. {Thurio is heard sinking without,) 
Sir Tliurio comes: — retire. • (Crosses to l.h.) 

Sil, It is too late. — This paper will direct you. 

(Gives a paper to Valentine, ) 

Enter Tnunio, singing,, l.h. 

Thu, Lady Silvia, 1 am your ladyship’s slave. I 
have been sitting for my picture ; in hopes you will 
receive the shadow of your humble servant, with morc‘ 
kindness than you are pleased to honour the substance. 
If 1 had my will, the painter should take me at my 
prayers, — there is then a heavenly beauty in the face ; 
the soul moves in the superficies; and ’t won Id bear 
an exact resemblance of the adoration I pay to your 
charms. 

SiL My lord, your compliment calls your faith in 
question; — but you were bred with the milk of the 
court; — you speak the courtier’s dialect, and it b(*- 
comes }ou. — (To Valentine.) — Servant, you arc sad, 
Val. Indeed, madam, 1 seem so. ^ 

Seem you that you are not ? 
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Haply, I do. 

Thu, So do counterfeits. 

VaL So do you. 

Thu, What seem I, that I am not ? 

; VaL Wise. 

Thu. What instance of the contrary ? 

VaL Y our folly. 

Thu, And how quote (1) you my folly ? 

VaL I quote it in your jedtiii. 

Thu, My jerkin is a doult^let. 

VaL Well then, I’ll double your folly. 

Thu. How? 

SiL What, angry, Sir Thurio? do you change 
colour ? 

VaL (jive him leave, madam; he is a kind of 
raiiicicon. ' 

Thu, That hath more mind to feed on your blood, 
(liaii live in your air. 

VaL You have said^ sir. 

Ihu, Ay, sir ; and done too, for this time. 

VaL I know it well, sir ; you always end ere you 
begin, 

SiL A fine volley of \fords, gentlemen, and quickly 
shot off, 

VaL ’Tis indeed, madam ; we thank the giver. 

SiL Who is that, servant ? 

VaL Yourself, sweet lady ; for you gave the fire : 
Sir Thurio borrows his wit from your ladyship’s 
looks, and spends what he borrows, kindly in your 
company. 

Thu* Sir, if yon spend word for word with me, I 
shall make your wit bankrupt. 

VaL I do believe it, sir ; you liave an exchequer 
of words ; which, I think, would show richer, if set to 
some tune : — -your lordship would sing them better 
than any man of quality about the court. 

SiL No more, gentlemen, no more ; here comes 
iny father. 


(l) Observe. 
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Enter the Duke and Attendants^ r.h. 

Duke. Now, dau£^hter Silvia, you are hard besei . 
Sir Valentine, your father’s in good health ; 

What say yon to a letter from your friends 
Of much good news ? 

Val. My lord, I will be tbankfiil 
To any happy messenger from thence. 

Duke. Know you Antonio, your countryman ? 
FiaL Ay, my good lord, I know the gentleman 
To be of worth, and worthy estimation, 

And not with >ut desert, so well reputed. 

Duke. Hath he not a son ? 

Val. He hath, my lord ; a son that well deserves 
The honour and regard of such a father. 

Duke. You know him well? 

Val. I know him as myself; for from our infancy, 
We have convers’d, and spent oiir hours together : 
And though myself have been ati idle tijiaiit, 

Omitting the sweet benefit of time. 

To clothe mine age with arigel-like perfection ; 

Yet hath Sir Proteus, for that’s his name, 

Made use and fair advantage of his days, 

His head unmcUqw’d, but nis iudgment ripe ; 

And in a woril^ (for far behind his worth 
Come all the praises that I now bestow,) 

He is complete in feature, and in mind, 

With all good grace to ^ace a gentleman. 

Duke. Beshrgw me, sir, but, if he make this good, 
He is as worthy for an empress’ love, 

As meet to be an emperor’s counsellor. • 
siT^ this gentleman is come to mo. 

With commendation ftotn »eat potentates ; 

And here he' means to spend -his tinie*awhile : 

I tbiiik, ’tis no unwelcome news to you. 

^Vcd. Should 1 have 'wish’d a thin^, it had been he. 
i jilifec . Welcome him then, according to his worth : 
Sii^ gj |^a>eak to you, — and you. Sir Thurio 



23 


OF Verona: 

For V^alentine, I need not cite (I) him to it. 

He is coining hither presently ; — farewell ; 

Allairs of state demand me hence awhile. 

. [^Ea:euntj Duke and Attendants^ l.h. 

This is the gentleman, I told your ladyship, 
Had come along with me, but that his mistress 
Did hold his eyes lock’d in her crystal looks. 

Sil. Belike, that now she hath entra^his’d them 
l/pon some other pawn for fealty. 

f 7i/. Nay, sure, I think, she holds them prisoners 
still. 

SiL Nay, then, he should be blind; and, being 
blind, 

How could he see his way to seek out you ? 

VaL Why, lady, love hath twenty pair of eyes. 
Thu, They say, that love hath not an eye at all. 
f^al. To s(je some lovers, Thurio, it is true. 

SiL Have done, have done. 

Val. Here comes the gentleman. — 

iSwter Proteus, r.h. 

Welcome, dear Proteus ! — Mistress, 1 beseech you. 
C'Oiitirm his welcome with some special favour. 

Sil, His worth is warrant for his welcome hither, 

Jf fhis be he you oft have wish’d to hear from. 

Madam, it is : sweet lady, entertain him 
To be my fellow servant to your ladyship. ' 

'Sil. Too low a mistress for so high a servant. 

Pro. Not so, sweet lady ; but too mean a servant 
To have a look of such a worthy mistress. 

My duty wiU I boast of, nothing else. 

Sil. And duty never yet did want his meed. 
Servant, you are welcome to a worthless mistress. 

Pro. I’ll die on him that says so. 

SiU That you are welcome ? 

Pro. No ; that you are worthless. 


()} iBcite. 
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Enter an Officer, r.ii. 

Officer. Madam, ray lord your &ther would speak 
with you. 

Sil. I’ll w^ait upon his pleasure. [Exit Officer^ n.ii. 
Come, Sir Thurio, 

Cjo you with ine.-^nce more, new servant, welcome : 
ril leave you to confer of home-affairs ; 

When you have done, we look to hear from you. 
Pro. We’II both attend upon your ladyship. 

[Exeunt Thurio and Silvia, k.h. 
Fal. Now, tell me, how do all from whence yon 
came ? 

Pro. All, all are well^ and have them much com- 
mended. * 

Pal. How does your lady, and how thrives your 
love ? 

Pro. My tales of love were wont to weary you ; 

1 know, you joy not in a lo^e discourse. 

Val. Ay, Proteus, but thaM^lb is alter’d now ; 

1 have done penance for contemning love. 

O, gentle Proteus, love’s a mighty lord ; 

And hath so humbled me, as 1 confess. 

There is no woe to his correction, (I ) 

Nor, to his service, no such joy on earth : 

Now', no discourse, except it be of love ; 

Now I can break my fast, dine, sup, and live, 

Upon the very naked name of love. 

Pro. Enough ; I read your fortune in your eye : — 
Was this the idol that you worship so i 

l^al. Even she : and is she not a heavenly saint ? 
Pro. No ; but she is an earthly paragon. 

Val. Call her divine. 

Pro. 1 will not flatter her. 

Val. Then speak the (ruth by her ; if not divine, 

(1} No misery tbsS can be compared to the punishment inflicted by 
lore. 



OF VERONA. 

Yet l(*t her he a principality, ( () 

S()v{‘iTUi:!i to all the creatures on tlic earth. 

Pro. I:]xcept my mistress. 

Pal. Nay, except not any ; 

Kxcept thou wilt except against my love. * 

* Pro. Have I not reason to prefer mine own ? 

Pal. And 1 will help Ihec to prefer her too : 

She shall l)e dignified with this high honour, 

'fo b('ar my lady’s train ; lest the l)asc eartli 
Should from her vesture chance to steal a kiss, 

A nd, of so great a favour growing proud, 

Disdain to root the summer-swelling flower, (2) 

And make rough winter everlastingly. 

Pro. Why, Valentine, what braggardism is this ? 
Pal. Pardon me, Proteus ; all I can is nothing 
To her, whose worth makes other worthies nothing: 
She is alone, (o) 

Pro. W^ il, let her then alone. 

Pal. NVhy, man, she is mine own : 

And 1 more rich in hav*ing such a jewel, 

1’han twcMity seas though all their sand were pearl, 
The water nectar, and the rocks pure gold. 
iVty foolish rival, whom her father favours, 

Only for his possessions are so huge, 

Is gone w'ith her along; and 1 must after, 

•I 'or love, thou know’st, is full of jealous fears. 

Pro. But she loves you ? 

Pal. Ay, ay ; we are betroth’d ; 

Nay, more, our marriage hour, — {He shows Proteus 
•• the paper which Silvia gave him.^ 

With all the cunning manner of our llight, 
Determin’d of; how 1 must climb her window, 

The ladder made of cords, and all thi^means 
Plotted, and ’greed on, for my happiness. 

'Pry thee, good Proteus, go with me along, 

111 these affairs to aid me with thy counsel. 


(1) The first or prhtcipal of women, 

(2) A flower which swells in summer till it expands itself into bloom. 
(11) She stands by herself. There is none to he compared to her. 

C 
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Pro, Give me but time to write my fill her word 
Of my reception at the Milan court, 

And i will presently attend upon you. 

VaL \V ill you make haste ? 

will. Valentine^ l.h. 

E’en as one heat another heat expels. 

So the remembrance of my former love 
Is by a newer object quite forgotten. 

Is it mine eye, or Valentinus’ praise, 

Her true perfection, or my false transgression, 

That makes me, reasonless, to reason thus ? 

She’s fair, and so is Julia, that I love ; 

That I did love ; for now ray love is thaw’d ; 

And, like a waxen image ’gainst a lire. 

Bears no impression of the thing it was. 

How shall I dote on hbr with more advice, 

That thus, without advice, begin to love her ! 

’Tis but her picture 1 have yet beheld ; 

And that hath dazzled so my reason’s light, 

That, when I look on her perfections, 

There is no reason but 1 shall be blind. 

If 1 can check my erring love, I will; 

If not, to compass her I’ll use my skill. [Exiiy r.h . 

SCENE II.— ^ Street in Milan, 

Enter Launge, n.ii. leading a dog, 

JLaunce, I have received my proportion, like the 
prodigious son, and am come with Sir Proteus to the 
court of Milan. I think Crab, my dog, be the sour- 
est-natured dog that lives; my mother weeping, m> 
father wailing, my sister crying, our maid howling, 
and all our house in a great perplexity, yet did not 
this cruel-hearted cur shed one tear : — he is a stone, 
a very pebble-stone, and has no more pity in him than 
a dog : why, ray gvandam having no eyes, wept her- 
self blind at my parting, ^ay. I’ll show you the 
planner |Of it : — this shoe is^ny father ; — no, no, this 
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It'fl: hlioe is iny mother; — nay, that cannot be so nei- 
ther; — yes, it is so, it is so; it hath the worser sole : 
— this staff is my ^stcr ; for, look you, she is as 
wliite as a lily, and as small as a wand : — this bat is 
<»nr Nan, black Nan, our maid; — I am the dog:— 
nO, he is the do^, and I am myself. — Now come I to 
m} father ; — hather, your blessing — now should 
not the shoe speak a word for weeping ; — now come 
I to my mother ; — oh, that she could speak now like 
a wood woman! (1) — well, 1 kiss her now come I 
to my sister ; mark the moan she makes : — now the 
dog all this while sheds not a tear, nor speiiks a word ; 
—but see how 1 lay the tlust with my tears. 

iiw/er Speed, L.n. 

Spee d. Lau nee ! What, my old friend, Launce ! 
\V<‘lcome to Milan. What, in tears, man? 

Ltauncit. Only Crab ^nd I, of all our family, in a 
strange place. 

Speed. Come, Launce, dry thy tears. — By mine 
honf?sfy, thou art welcome to Milan* 

I^aiince. Forswear not \hyself, sweet youth ; for I 
am not welcome. I reckon this always — that a man 
is never undone, till he be hanged ; nor never welcome 
to *a place, till some certain shot be paid, and the 
hostess say, welcome. 

Speed. Come on, you madcap, I’ll to the alehouse 
with you presently • where, for one shot of fivepence, 
thou shalt have five thousand welcomes. But, sirrah, 
how did thy master part with Madam Julia ? 

JLaience. Marry, after they closed in earnest^ they 
parted very fairly in jest. 

Speed. But shtill she marry him ? 

Launce. No. 

J^eed. How then ? Shall he marry her ? 

Launce. No, neither. 

(1) i. e. — Crazy, frantic with grief, lliis v^ord is very 
used in Chaucer; and somethnes written wwid, sofofetlihee^otf#. 

c2 



2R 


TWO GENTLEMEN 


Speed. Whaf, are they broken ? 

T^autice. No; they are both as whole' as a fish. 

Speed. Why, then, how stands the inalter whFi 
them ? Will it be a match? 

Lamiee. Ask my dog ; if he say, ay, it will; if hi; 
saj, no, it will; if he shake his tail, and say nothing, 
it will. 

Speed. The conclusion is then, that it will. 

Lauftcc. Thou shalt never get such a secrol from 
me, but by a parable. 

Speed. It is well that I get it so. But, Launc t', 
how sayest t hoii that my maste r is become a hot 
lover ? 

Lnunce. Why. I tell thee, I care not thoiigli he 
Inirn himself in love. If thou wilt go with me to the 
alehouse, so; if not, <hou art a Hebrew, a Jew, and 
not worth the name of a Christian. 

Speed. Why ? 

Laitnce. Because thou hast not so much charity in 
thee, as to go to the alc(l) \vith a Christian; wilt 
thou go ? 

Speed. At thy service. [Exeunt^ j..i! . 

c 

SCENE III . — The Duke's Palace in Milan. 


Enter Proteus, l.h. 

Pro. To leave my Julia, shall I be forsworn : 

To love fair Silvia shall I be forsworn ; 

To wrong my friend, 1 shall be much forsworn ; 
And e’eji that power, which gave me first my oath. 
Provokes me to this threefold per jur y ; 

Love bade me swear, and love bios me forswear. 
O, sweet-snggesting love, (2) if thou hast sinnM, 
Teach me, thy tempted subject, to excuse it ! 
Unhecjdfnl vows may heedfiilly be bTOken: 

1 will forget that Julia is alive, 


(l) Ales were merry meetings, instituted in country places 
suggest is to tempt, in our author's language. 
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Hpinenibering that my love to her is dead ; 

And V^alentine IMl hold my enemy. 

Aiming at Silvia as a sweeter friend. 

\ canrmt now prove constant to myself, 

Witliout some falsehood us’d to Valentine; — 
This night he nu^aneth with a corded ladder- 
To climb celestial Silvia’s chamber window ; 

yself in counsel, his competitor : (1) 

Now presently I’ll give her father notice 
Of their disguising, and pretended flight; (2) 
Who, all enrag’d, will banish Valentine ; 

For 'fhiirio, he intends, shall wed his daughter. 
Bui, Valentine being gone, I’ll cpiickly cross, 

By some sly Irick, blunt Thurio’s dull proceeding 
Lov(i, lojid me wings to make my purpose swift, 
As thou hast lent me skill to plot this drift ! 

[^ElVU^ j 


KND«OF ACT II. 


ACT III. 

’SCENE 1 . — An Anti^JRoom in the l^uke'^s Palace at 
Milan, 

Enter Proteus, Duke, Tiiurio, and Attendants, 
in centre, 

Duke, Sir Thurio, give us leave, I pray, awhile ; 
We have somu? secrets to confer about. 

[Exeunt^ Thurio and Attendants^ in centre. 
Noiv, teirme, Proteus, what’s your will with me? 
Pro. My ‘gracious lord, that which I would dis- 
cover. 


• (l) who am his competitor or rival being admitted to hi.s 

comiVU 

(2} Proposed or intended flight. 



30 TWO G£KTL£M£N 

The law of friendship bids me to conceal : 

But^ when I call to mind your i^^racious favours 
Done to me, undeserving as I am, 

My duty pricks me on to utter that, 

Which, else, no worldly good should draw from me. 
Know, worthy prince, Sir Valentine, my friend. 

This night intends to steal away your daughter ; 

M yself am one made privy to the plot. 

1 know, you have determiiiM to bestow her 
On Thurio ; 

And, should she thus be stolen away from you, 

It would 1x5 much vexation to your age. 

Thus, for my duty’s sake, I rather chose 
To cross iny friend in his intended drift, 

Thau, by concealing it, heap on your head 
A pack of sorrows, which would press you down, 
Being unprevented, to a timeless grave. 

Duke, Proteus, I thank thee for thiiic honest care 
This love of theirs myself havp often doubted ; 

And oftentimes have purpos’d to forbid 
Sir Valentine her company, and my court ; 

But, fcaring lest my jealous aim(l) should err. 

And so, unworthily, disgraefe the man^ 

(A rashness that I ever yet have shunn’d,) 

1 gave him gentle looks ; thereby to find 
That, which thyself hast now disdosM to me : 

And, that thou may’st perceive ray fcar of this, 
Knowing that tender youth is soon suggested, 

I nightly lodge her in an upper tewer^ 

The k(*y whereof myself have ever kept; 

And th<5nce she cannot be convey’d away. 

Pro, Know, noble lord, they have devis’d a mean 
How he her chamber- window will ascend. 

Ami with a corded ladder fetch her down ; 

For which the confident lover now is gone, 

And this way-comes he with it pv^ently*; 

Where, if it please you, you may intercept him. 

Bi>t, good my lord, do it so cunningly, 



(I) is grief Sy in this instance. 
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That my discovery may not be aim’d at; 

For love of you, not hatc^ unto my friend, 

Hath made me publisher of this pretence. (1) 

Dukf\ Upon mine honour, he shall never know 
That I had any li^ht from thee of this. 

Pro, Adieu, my lord : — Sir Valentine is coming. 

[iKj:/7, R.ii.s.r. 

Enter Vat.entini:, in a cloak, ii.n. 

Duke, Sir Valentine, avhither away so fast? 

Fr/7. Please it your grace, there is a messenger 
That stays to bear my letters to my friends, 

And I am going to deliver them. 

Duke, Be they of much import ? 

VaL The tenor of them doth hut signify 
My health, and happy "being at your court. 

Duke, Nay, thm, ho matter : stay With me awhile ; 
1 am to break with'thde of some affairs, 

That touch me ncjar, wherein thou mu^ be secret. — 
’Tis not unknown *tb thee, that I have sought 
To match my friend, Sir^Thiirio, to ray daughter. 

Val, Cannot your graefe win her to ^incy him ? 
Duke. No, trust me ; Ae is jx^evish, sullen, fro- 
ward : 

And, may 1 say to thee, this pride ofhers. 

Upon advice, hath drawn my love from her ; 

That now I am resolv’d to take a wife, 

4liid turn her out to who will take her in : 

'nien let her beauty be her wedding-dower ; 

For me and my *poss(*ssions she esteems not. 

l^al. What would your grace have me to do in 
this*? 

Duke. There is a lady, sir, in Milan, here, 

Whom I affect ; but she is nice, and coy, 

And nought esteems iny aged eloqueri'ce; 

Now, therefore, would I have thee to my tutor. 


( 1 } Pretence is'debign . 

Q 4 
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(For loiifij agoiic 1 have forgot to court,) 

How, and which way, I may bestow myself, 

To be regarded in her suii-bright <‘ye. 

FaL Win her with gifts, if she respect not words. 
Duke, But she did scorn a present that 1 sent her. 
VaL A woman sometimes scorns wliat best con- 
tents her : 

.Send her another ; never give her oVr ; 

/For scori) at first makes after-love the greater. 

If she do frown, ’tis not in hate of you ; 

If sli(‘, do chide, ’tis not to have you gone ; 

Take iio repulse, whatever she doth say ; 

Conunend, and praise : — 

.7'hat man tliat iiath a tongue, I say, is no man, 

/If with his tongue he cannot win a woman. 

Duke. But she I mean is promis’d by her friends 
Unto a youthful gentleman of worth, 

And kept so closely from resort of men. 

That no man hath by dayacces;? to her. 

VaL Why then 1 would resort to her by night. 
Ouke, Ay, but the doors be lockM, and keys kept 
safe, 

That no man hath by night recourse to her. 

I Vai. WTiat lets, (1) but one may enter at her win- 
* dow ? 

Duke. Her chamber is aloft, flir from the ground ; 
And built so shelving, that one cannot climb it 
Without apparent hazard of his life. 

Val. Why then, a ladder, quaintly made of cords, 
To cast up with a pair of anchoring hooks, 

Won hi s{Tve to scale iinothcr Hero’s tower. 

So bold Leander would adventure it. 

Duke. Now', as thou art a gentleman of blood, 
Advise where I may find me such a ladder. 

Val. When would you use it, sir? 

Dukf\ This very night. 

VaJ. By twelve o’clock I’ll send you such a one. 


(l) What hinders. 
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Uuke. But, hark thee; 1 would go to Iicr alone; 
How shall I best co»i\cy tlie ladder thither ? 

It will be light, iny lord, that you may bear it 
Under a cloak, that is of any length. 

“ .Duke, As long as that, J guess, would serve th( 
turn. 

VaL Ay, my gtiod lord. 

Duke. Then let me see it, that I 
May get me one of such another length. 

Vaf, Why, any cloak will servo the tur?i, my lord. 
Duke, [low shall I wear it so as to conceal — 

I pr’ythee, let me try thy cloak upon me. 

{The Duke suddenljj drains open Valentine^ s 
cloak ^ and discovers a ladder of ropes ^ zoUh a 
1 cl ier fasten ed to it: — he seizes theni.) 

What letter is this same? What’s here ? — To Sihaa / 
And here an engine fit tor my proceeding ! 

I’ll be so bold to break the seal for ones. — 

{Heads.) — What’s here? — 

Silvia^ this night I wilt enfranchise thcc : — 

All’s true : — and here’s the ladder for llie purpose. — 
Why, Plia*toii, (for thou art Merops’ son,) 

Wilt thou aspir(‘ toguide*t!ie heavenly car, 

And with thy daring folly burn the world ? 

Wilt thou reach stars, because they shine on tlu*e T — 
•Away ! — Bestow thy smiles on cxpial mutes; 

And think, my jjatience, more than thy desert, 

Is privileges t(>r thy departure hence : 

But, if thou linger in jiny tt'rritorics, 

jAmger than swiftest exj>edition 

Will give thee time to leave our royal court, 

By heaven, my w'rath shall far exceed the love 
I (‘V('r bort^ niy daughter, or thyself. — 

Begone, — 1 will not hear thy vain excuse, — 

And, as thou lov’st thy life, make speed from hence. 

It. If. 

FdL And why not death, rather than living tor- 
mciit ? , 

•To die, is to be banish’d from myself; 

All! Silvia is myself : banish’d from her, 

c 5 
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Is srff from &€^lf; a deadly banishment! 

What li^ht is light, if Silvia he not seen ? 

What joy is joy, if Silvia be not by ? 

Unless it be to think that she is by, 

And teed uyK>n the shadow of perfection. 

I lly not death, to fly his deadly doom : (1) 

I'arry I here, 1 but attend on death ; 

And flying hence, 1 fly away from lifc. l.h. 

Enter Launce and Proteus, r.h. 

Pro. linn, Launce, run, tuii, and seek him out. 
Launce. So-ho ! So-ho ! 

Pro. Wha^ scek’st thou ? 

Launce. Him we go to find: there’s not a hair on’s 
head, but ’tis a Valentine. (2) 

Enter Vaurntink, l.ju 

Pro. Valentine ? 

Pal. No. 

Pro. Who thwi ? his spirit ? 

Pal. Neither. ^ 

Pro. Friend ! — Valentine ! — ^a word. 

Pal. My ears are slopp’d, and cannot hear more 
news, 

So much of bad already hath ]>ossess’d them. 

Pro. Then, in dumb silence will 1 bury mine; 

For tht‘y are harsh, iintunable, and bad. 

Pal. Is Silvia dead ? 

Pro. No, Valentine. 

Pal. No Valentine, indeed, for sacred Silvia! — 
Hath she forsworn me ? 

Pro. No, Valentine, 

Pal. What is yoiir news r — for I can hear il non . 

(1) The sense is, by avoidinff the execution of liis sentence, I <»hall 
j njit escape death. If I itay here 1 sutfer myself to be destroyed, if I 
Hwny 1 destroy myself. 

" ^2) Launce is still quibbling. He is now running down the han 
KCthnt be started when he entered. 
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hnimce. Sir, there’s a proclamation that you firr 
vanished. 

Pro, That thou art ban isdi’d,— that, (), that’s the 
?ne\v.s ! — 

From hence, from Silvia, and from me, thy friend. 

PaL O, 1 have fed upon this woe already, 

And Kiich excess of it will male me surfeit. 

Doth heavenly Silvia know tlia't T am bnnisird: 

Pro, Ay, ay; and she hath off‘r’d <0 th<^ doom, 
VV'^hich, Hiirevers’d, stands in elfectual forct*, 

A s(^a of tears : 

'I'hose at her father’s churlish feet sh<‘ bmder’d ; 

With them, upon her knees, her humble self, 
Wringinp; her hands : 

Bat neither bended knees, pure hands held up, 

Nor silver-sheddiiijir tears, • 

Could penetrate her 11 n compassionate sire ; 

Hilt Valotitiiie, if he be taVn, must die. 

Besides, her intercession chafd him so^ 

When she for t)i\ repefd was suppliant, 

That U) close pris()n hi^ commanded her. 

With many bitter threats of biding there, 

VaL No more; unless the next word tint thou 
speak’st 

Have some malignant power upon my life ; 

'If so, I pray thee, breathe it in mine ear, 

As endings anthem of luy endless dolour. 

Pro, Cease to lament for that thou canst not help. 
And study iielp fur that which thou lameiil’st : 

Time is the nurse and breeder of all good. 

^ H ere if thou stay, thou canst not see thy mistress : 
Besides, thy staying will abridge thy lile. 

^Hope is a lover’s staff ; walk hence with that, 

And manage it against despairing thouglits. 

Thy letters may be here, though thou art hmici* ; 
Which, 'bebsg writ to me, shall be deliver’d 
rACU in the milk-white bosom of thy love. 
l"Iie time now serves not to expostulate : 

* Come, I’ll convey thee through the city gate ; 

And, ere I part with thee, confer at large 

c 6 



36 TWO GENTLEMEN 

Of nil that may concern thy love affairs : 

As fhon lovVt Silvia, though not for thyself. 

Regard thy danger, and along with me. 

VaL 1 pray (hee, Launce, an if thou see’sl iny 
mail, 

Rid him make hast(', and meet me at the north gate.* 

Pro. ( io, sirrah, tin® him out. Come, V^'ilentiiK*. 

VaL O, heavenly Silvia! haph'ss V^alentiiie? 

[JSx'/Z, loilh ProlcffSy f. ii. 

Vnunev, I am but a- fool, look you ; and y<‘t 1 have 
the wit to think, my master is a kind of knave. — lie 
iive> not now, that knows me to be in love : yet 1 am in 
love ; but a team of horse shall not pluck that from 
nu‘; nor‘who ’tis 1 l oe, and yet ’tis a vvonuin : but 
tint woman 1 wdll not tell myself; and yet ’tis a 
milk-maid ; yet ’tis rfot a maid, for she hath had gos- 
sips : (1) y( t ’tis a maid ; for she is her master’s maid, 
and s(‘rvcs for wages. She hath more qualities than 
a water-spaniel, which is tnnch in a bare Christian. (ts?) 
— Here is the cat- log — ('Takirfgoul a paper ,) — of her 
conditions.(‘j) Imjirimis, She can fetch amicarrij , — 
Why. a horse can do no more ; nay, a horse cannot 
fetch, hilt only carry : thereibre is she better than a 
jade. Item, — She can milk; look you, a sweet virtue 
in a maid with ch^afi hands. 

£//-crSeKKD, n.ii. 

Speed, How now, Sigiiior Launce? Ha! wha^^, 
news there in }our paper? 

Ijauner, The blackest news that ever thou heard’st. 

Speed. Why, man, how black ? 

JLnuntcc, Why, as black as ink. 


(1} (lossips not only signify those who answer for. jj '•Iiiltl in ha/»- 
tisrn, hut the taUlirig woinrn who attrnil lylngs-iri. The qiiibble be - 
Uvr<'n tiu'sc is evident. 

( -2 . Ijtianct is quibbling on. Uar'i has two senses ; mere and jiakro 
be US'S it in both, and opposes the naked female to the water spaniel 
kairs of retiiarkahlr thickne&s, . * 

|*]glities. 
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Speed, Li^t me n^ad tliem. 

Launce, Fie* on thee, joK-head ; thou caii\st u'A 
read. 

Speed, Thou liest, I can. 

Launee. 1 will try thee: toll me this : — v. ho hei*;<>( 
thee ? 

Speed, Marry, Ihe son of my gTandfiither. 

Laiatee O, illiterate loiterer ! it was Ihe sou ot 
thy grandmother : (1) this proves, that thoii c.anst reol 
re'ad . 

Speed. Come, fool, conies : try me in thy paper. 
J^aunee. {Gives him the paper.) There; and Saii^it 
Nicholas be^ thy speed I 

Speed. Imprimis, She can fetch and earn/ : — Ite *iu 
She can ntifk : — Item, She brezos o^ood ale : — 

Laiinee. And therejof conievsilhe pioverb, — “• ilie-'- 
sing of^onr hear!, you brew good ale\” 

Spe( d. Ite'in, — She can sew : — 

Laume. That’s fis much as to say, (’a|j slie so r 
Speed. Item,— ^/rc *enn knit : — 

Lannce, What need a man care for a slock n ili. a 
\u‘n('h, v\hen she can knit him a stock? (2) 

Speed. Ite^m, — She effn spin : — 

Launee. 'rheii may 1 set the world on wlu*<‘ls, wlien 
siie' e^aii s[)in for her living. 

Speed, item, — She ha/h many nameless virtues. 
Launee. That’s as much as to say, bastard virtues ; 
that, iadee'd, kneiw ne>t ihtir fathers, and therefoie* 
have IK) names. 

Speed. Herefolloio her vices. 

Launee. Close at the hoeJs oi'her virtues. 

Speed. Imprimis, She doth talk in her sleep : — 
Launce*. It’s no matter for that, so she sleep not in 
h( r talk. 

Speed. Itesn , — She is slow in words : — 

fl) Tlie mother, only, knows the Icj^lhnacy of the child, and 1 siijt 
pose Lamu'v infers that if he could read, he iimst have read this ^veil 
Known observation. 

■(2J Stocking. 
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Launce. O villain, that sot this down among her 
vi<‘es ! To be slow in words, is a woman’s only virtue : 

I ])niy thee, out with’t ; and place it for her chi(ir 
viHiio. 

Speed. Item, She hath no teeth : — 
lummce.. I care not for that neither, because I love 
crusts. 

Speed. I tern , She is curst 

JLauncCt Well: the best is, she hath no to(‘th to 
bite. 

Speed. I tern ,~~^She is too liberal : — ( I ) 

T^aunce. Of her tongue she cannot; for that’s w rit 
dow n she is slow of : of her purse she shall not ; tor 
that I’ll keop^hut. — Well, proceed. 

Speed. Item, — Sht hath more hair than zeit, and 
more fan its than hairs^ and more zcealth than 
faults. 

l^aunce. Stop there; I’ll have her: she was mine, 
and not mine, twice or thrice in that last article: 
rehearse that once more. 

Speed. Item, She hath more hair than wit^ — and 

more faults than hairs ^ 

J >aunc€. That’s rnonstroYiS Oh, that that weio 
out ! 

Speed. /Ind more icealth than faults. 

Launce. Why, t!iat word makes the faults graci- ’ 
Otis: {'i) — well, I’ll have her: and if it be a match. 

as nothing is impossibk*, 

Speed. What then ? 

Ijaunce. Why, then, 1 will tell thee, — {Takes the 
paper from him. ) — that thy master waits for thee at 
the north gate. 

Speed. For me ? 

Launce. For thee? ay: who art thou? he hath 
staid tor a Ix^ttiT man than tliec. 

^eed. And must 1 go to him ? ’• 

Launce. Thou must run to him ; for thou hast staid 
so long, that going will scarce serve the turn. * \ 

fl) Licentious, gross. 

(2j language, means graceful. 





Speed. Why didst not tell me sacmer ? Plai^uc of 
your love-letters? \_Exii^ 

Ijaunce. Ha, ha, ha !— Now will he be swinged for 
reading niy paper: — an niirnannerly stave, that will 
fhrust himself into secrets! — PH after, to rejoice in 
the knave's correction. Ha, ha, ha ! \_Exit^ L.ii. 

SCENH II . — The Duke's Palace in Milan. 

Enter the Dukb, a>K£/Tuuiiio, ji.h. 

Duke. Sir Thurio, fear not but she will be yours, 
Now Valentine; is exil'd from her sight. 

Thu. She hath despis'd since his <‘xile most, 
Forsworn niy company, and rail'd at me, 

That 1 am desperate of obtaining her. 

Duke. This weak impress of love is as a figurt* 
Trenched in ice; (1) which with an hour’s heat 
Dissolves to water, and doth lose his form : 

A little time will melt her frozen thoughts, 

And banish'd Valentine shall be forgot. 

• 

Enter Protkus, l.m. 

How now, sir Proteus ? Is your countryman, 
According to our proc|iiinatiou, gone ? 

Pro. (loncy my good lord. 

Duke. My daughter takes his going grievously. 

*• Pro. A little time, my lord, will kill that grief. 

Duke. So I believe ; Init Thurio thinks not so. — 
Proteus, the good conceit I hold of thee, 

(For thou -hast shown much sign of good desert,) 
Makes me the readier to confer with thee. 

Pro. J^ionger than I prove loyal to your trust, 

Let live to look upon your graewi. 

Duke. Thou kuow’st how willingly I would eltc( 

I tie match between Sir Thurio aud my daughter F 


(1) Cut, carved in ice. Traucktr^ to cut, French. 
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Pro, I do, my lord. 

Duke, And also, 1 think, thou art not igiioranl 
How she opposes her ag-ainst my will. 

Pro, She did, my lord, while V^alentirie was here. 
Duhe, Ay, and she perseveres perversely so : 
Wlrit might we do, to intake the girl forget 
This onlcast Valentine, and smile on Thurio ? 

Pro. The Ix'st way vv<Te, to insinuate V^alentine 
Of filsehood, aiul of such dispiy:|igemerita, 

As we y(‘e woimm hold in most disdain. 

Duke. Ay, but she’ll think, that it is spoke in ha(e. 
Pio. Yes, if his enemy deliver it: 

The! (Ton* it must, with circumstance, (i) be sjioken 
Uy one, whom she est(‘emeth as his friend. 

Duke. Then yon, Sir Proteus, must undertake it. 
i^ro. Atid that, my* lord, 1 shall be loth to do : 

’Tis an ill oflicc! fen a gentleinan, 

.l^s[)eeially against his vcry(!^) friend. 

Duke. Where your good word can not advantage 
him, 

Your slaiidin* never ran endamage him; 

Therefore the office is indifferent, 

Jieingintreated to it by your ^friend. 

Pi'o. You have prevail’d, my lord : if I can doit, 
Slu’ shall not long hold out affection to him : ' 

Bill, f<)r this purpose, 1 must have access 
Silvia ; who, if my advice^may sway you, 

Should straight be enfranchise from her close coii- 
fiiiement : 

For ’tis a verity of daily proof, 

That Jove in youthful hearts takes fiistest root, 

When stern authority would tear it thence, 

And force still leads to cureless obstinacy. 

Yet, say, that this estrange her heart from V'^alen- 
tine, 

It follows not she shall affect Sir Thurio. . 


(1) Wiib tlic addition eff such incidental particulars as may mdu 
is immediate. 
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77/m* Therefore, as you uiiwiiid her love (I) from 
him, 

liCst it should ravel, and be ^ood to none, 

Yon must provide to bottom it on me : 

Which must be done, by praisins^ me as much 
As you ill worth dispraise Sir Valentine. 

Good Proteus, vou arc Irain’d for this cm- 
ploy ; 

For well we know, on Valentine’s reporl, 

You are already love’s firm votary ; 

Therefore most fit to plead Sir Thurio’s suit. 

Hei- limit of confine we will (‘xtend, 

And on our warrant shall you have access, 

Where you with Silvia may confer at large ; 

For slse is pensive, heavy, melancholy, 

And, for your friend’s sake, will Ife glad of you: 

You thus may temper her by your persuasion, 

And mould her stubborn humour to our liking. 

Pro, As much as 1 can do, 1 willelFect: — 

But you, Sir Thurio, are not sharp enough ; 

You must lay lime to tangle her desin^s. 

By wailfu l sonn ets, whose composed rhymes 
Should beTuITfjzgjight witfi serviceable vows. 

Duke. Ay, much the force of heaven-bred poesy. 
Thu. If rhymes will do, my muse shall be invok’d 
To paint her beauties fairer than the morn : 

1 can write sonnets, sir, and set them too : 

Ay, and can sing them with the best in Milan. 

Pro. Say, that upon the altar of her locality 
Ycfii sacrifice your tears, your sighs, your heart ; 
■Write till your ink be dry; and with your tears 
Moist it again ; and frame some, feeling line. 

That may discover such integrity : — 
i^’or Orpheus’ lute was strung wdth poets’ sinews ; 
Whos(‘ golden touch could sofien steel and stones, 
Make sTame, and huge leviathans 

(1) As you wind off her lo%'C from him inakt me the hotloni on whicli 
you wind it. The housewife’s term for*R ball of tliread wound upon n 
central body is a bottom of thread. 
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Forsake unsounded deeps, to daiicc on sands : — 

After your dire-lamentiiig elegies, 

Visit by night your lady’s chamber-window 
With some sweet concert ; to their instruments 
"rtine a deploring dump;(l) the night’s dead silence 
Will well become such sweet complaining grievance : 
'rius, or else nothing, will inherit her.(2) 

Dul e. This discipline shows thou hast been in love. 
I'hii. And thy advice this night I’ll j)ut in prac- 
tice ; 

'riierefon‘, sweet ProU'iis, my directioii-givcr, 
liCt us into the city presently, 

To sort (5) some gentlemen well skill’d in music ; 

I have a sonnet that will serve the turn 
To give the onset lo thy good advice. 

I)uhe. About it, gentlemen. {Crosses to 
Pro. We’ll wait upon your grace till after supper ; 
And afterwards detcrn>ine our proceedings. 

Duke. Even now about it : 1 will pardon you. (4) 
Thu. Come, come, Sir Proteus. [^Exeunt y l.h. 

BKD OF ACT III. 


ACT IV. 

SCENE 1. — jfJ Garden^ and Sihia^s Aparlmenls in 
the Duke^s Palace in Milan., 

Enter 

Pro. Already have I been false to Valentine, 

And now 1 must be as unjust to 4’hurio. -- , 

j A Dump was tbe^nclenc term for a mournful tlegy. 

(2) Obtain possession of. « 

(3) Choose out. 

Excuse you from waiting. 
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Under the colour of commending him, 

I have access my own love to prefer ; 

But Silvia is too fair, too true, too holy, 

To be corrupted with iny worthless gifts. 

When I protest true loyalty to her, 

She twits me with my falsehood to my friend ; 

When to her beauty I commend my vows, 

She bids me think how I have been forsworn * 

In breaking fliith with Julia whom I lov’d: 

And, notwithstanding all her sudden quips,(l) 

'file least whereof would quell a lover’s hope, 

Yet, spaniel like, the more she spurns my love, 

The more it grows, and fawiieth on her still. 

Thii. {And Musicians without^ i-m.) — T his way, 
this way ; — follow me. 

Pro. But here comes Thurip: — JNow must wc to 
her window, ^ 

And give some early music to her ear. 

Enter TuuRicf and Musiciam^ i,.h, 

Thu- How now, Sir Proteus? Are you crept be- 
fore ^s ? 

Pro. Ay, gentle Thurio; for, you know, that 
love 

’Will creep in service w^herc it cannot go. 

Thu. Ay, but 1 hope, sir, that you love not here. 
Pro. Sir, but 1 do ; or else I would be hence. 
Thu. Whom? Silvia? 

**Pro. Ay, Silvia, — for your sake. 

Thu. 1 tliank you, for your own. — ^Now, gentle- 
men, 

Liet’s tune,,aiid to it lustily awhile. 

£wterHosT and Jblsa, in hoi/^ $ clothes^ n.n.s.E. 

Host. Now, my young guest! methinks, you’re al- * 
I vcholly : 1 pray, why is it ? 


(i) Hasty ipasBion?vtc reproaches. 
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JuL Marry, mine lujst, because I cannot be merry. 
Host. Come, we’ll have you merry : I’JI bring you 
where you shall hear music, and see the gentleman 
that you asked for. 

Ju(. Ibit shall I hear him speak ? 

Host. Avj that you shall. 

JuL That will be music ! (Music p/«y.v.) 

HosL Hark! hark! 

./?//, 1 s lie among t hese ? 

Host. Ay : but peace, — let’s hear them. 

SONG. 

Tllio is Silvia? zchat is shCy 

That all our szcains commend her ? 

Hoh/^ fair^ and wisc^ is she ; 

The heavens such grace did lend her^ 

That she might admired be. 

Is she kind^ as she is fair ? 

Tor beaut f/ livelf with kindness : 

JLove doth to her eyes rep air 
To help him of his^ blindness / 

Andy being help^dy inhabits there. 

Then to Silvia let us sing. 

That Silvia is excelling ; 

She excels each mortal things 
Upon the dull earth dwelling ; 

To her let us garlands bring. 

Host. How now? — you arc sadder than you 
were before : — how do you, man ? — the music likes 
you not. 

Jul. You mistake : the musician likes me not. 
Host. Why, my pretty youth ? 

Jul. He plays false, father. 

Host. How ? out of tune on the strings ? 

JuL Not so ; but yet so false, that he grieves my 
vjj^ery heart-strings. 

k : Host. I perceive, you delight not in music. 
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Jid, Not a whit, when it jars so. — 

(Proteus aud Thurio lake leave of each other,) 
Vaco ! stand asi(i<^ 1 the company parts. 

(Julia and Host retire : — Host sits down, and 
• prescntli/ falls asleep ) 

Pro. ISir Tliiirio, fear not you ! I will so plead, 

That you shall say, my cunTiin<r drift excels. 

Thu, VV here meet we ? 

Pro. At St. (negory’s fount. 

Thu. Farewell. — Come, friends. 

[^Exeunt ^ Thurio and Musicians, li.Ji. 

Silvia appears above ^ at ahalcont/^ ri.if. 

SiL I thank you for your music, gentlemen. 

Pro, Madam, good even to your ladyship. 

Sif, Who is that, thcat spake? 

Pro. One, lady, if you knew his pure heart’s 
truth, 

Voii^d quickly learn to know him by his voice. 

Sif. Sir Proteus, as 1 take it. 

Pro, Sir Proteus, gentle lady, and your servant. 
SiL What is your will? . 

Pro. Tlud ^I may compass yours. 

SiL You have your wish ; my will is even this, — 
That presently you hw you home to bed. (Going.) 
' P?'o. O, lovely Silvia ! by yon chiiste-cy’d moon, — 
SiL Thou subtle, perjur’d, false, disloyal man! 
Think’st thou, I am so shallow, so conccitless, 

To be seduced by thy false flatteries, 

Tluft hast deceiv’d so many with thy oaths ? 
lieturn, return, and make thy love amends. 
lAir iiK', — by this pale queen of night I swear, 

1 am so far VrOin granting thy request, 

That I despise thee for thy wrongful suit; 

And, by and bye, intend to chide myself, 
fiv(‘n foe tiiisTime I spend in talking to thee. 

Pro. I grant, sweet Silvia, I did w'oo a lady ; 

But she is dead. _ * 

. JuL (Aside.) I am sure, she is not buried. 

Jf S2I. Say that she be; yet Valentine, thy friend, 
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Survives ; to whom, thyself art witness, 

I am betroth’d : — and art thou not asham’ J 
I’o wrong him with thy iinportunacy ? 

Pro. 1 likewise hear that Valentine’s deceas’d. 
SiL Then so, suppose, am I ; for in his grave, 
Assure thyself, is my aflectioii buried . 

Pro. Dear lady, let me rake it from the earth. 

Sil. Go to thy lady’s grave, and call her thence ; 
Or, at the least, in lier’s sepulchre thine. 

JuL {Aside,) heard not that. 

Pro, Mhdain, if that your heart be so obdurate, 
\''ouchsafe me yet your picture for my mistress, 

That piece in little hanging in your chamber ; 

"J’o that I’ll speak., to that I’ll sigh and weep : 

For, since the substance of your i5erfect self 
Is else devoted, I iiiii but a shadow ; 

And to your shadow I will pay my vows. 

Sil, I am very loth to be your idol, sir ; 

Hut, since your falsehood shaU become you well 
To worship shadows and adore false shapes, 

Send by some messenger, and you shall have it : 

And so, good rest. at window. 

Pro, As wretches have d‘er night. 

That wait for execution in the morn. ji . n . 

J fiL Host, — Host ! — w ill you go ? 

Host. By my hallidoin, I was last asleep. 

Jul. ’Pray you, w here lies Sir Proteus ? 

Host. Marry, at my h(uise. 

Jul, Beseech you, my good host, 
f rive me forthwith some means of speech with him. 

Host, And very willingly, good youth. — Trust me 
I think, ’(is almost day. 

Jul. ’Tis so : — and it hath been the longest night 
That e’er I watch’d, and the most heaviest. 

\_Exeunty r.h. 

Enter Egimmour, l.h.u.e. 

r 

'^EgL This k Bae hour that lady Silvia 
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L^ntreated me to call, and know her mind. — 

(Knocks at the door of Silvia^ s apartwents.) 
Madciin, — madam ! 

SiL {Without.) Who calls? 

■ Your servant and your frieiid- 

Sil. Sir Eglainour ? 

^ Egt. And that attends your ladyship’s commands. — 
cTherc’s some great matter she’d employ me in, 

That calls thus early on my duty to her.— 

But bark, — she comes. 

Enter Silvia, h.ii.d.s.e. 

SU, A thousand times good morrow ! 

EgL As many, gracious madam, to yourself !- 
According to your ladvship’s impoj>e,(l) 

I am thus early come, to know what service 
It is your pleasure to command me in. 

SiL (), Eglainour, thou art a gentleman, 

(^rhink not I flatter; for,.! swear, I do not;) 
Remorseful, (^) valiant, uise, and well accomplish’d. 
Thou art not ignorant, what dear good will 
\ bear unto the banish’d Valentine: 

Nor how' myi^ralber would enforce me marry 
V ain Thurio, whom my very soul abhors. 

Thyself hast lov’d ; and I have heard thee say, 
i\o grief did ever come so near thy heart, 

As when thy lady and thy true-love died, 
dlpoii whose grave thou vow’d’st pure chastity. 

Sir Itjglamour, I would to Valentine, — 

To Mantua, where 1 hear he means to bide ; 

A i\d, for the ways are dangerous to pass, 

I do desire thy^worthy company. 

Upon whose faith and honour 1 reposi!. 

not my father’s anger, Eglamoiir, 

But think upoaony grief, a lady’s grief; 

And on tlic justice of my flying hence. 

To keep me from a most unholy match, 

• 

I 


( 1 ) 1 ujunction, couimand. 


(3) KiliftiL 
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Which heaven and fortune still reward ivith plagues. 

I do desire thc^c, even from a heart 
As full of soiTo^\s as the sea of sands. 

To bear me company, and go wit!i me : 

If not, to hide what 1 have said to thee, 

That I may venture to depart alone. , ; 

EgL Madam, I pity much your grievances ;( I ) 
Which since 1 know they virtuously are plac’d, 

T give consent to go along with you : 

Recking(2) as little what betideth me, 

As much 1 wish all good befortune you. — 

When, madam, will you go ? 

SiL This very morn : 

At nine o’clock, at friar Patrick’s cell, 

Where 1 intend holy confession, 

Prepare to meet me : — some one stirs within : — 

Till then, farewell. 

EgL I will not fail your ladyship. 

SU. At nine, rememb<‘r ; at the friar’s cell, 
[Exeunt^ Sil. into the house, n.ii.s e Sir EgL l.h. 

SCENE II. Pro! eus^ s Eodginfi^s nl Milan, 
Enter Launch, l.ji. with his (Uyg, 

Eaunce, When a man’s servant shall play (in' car 
with him, look you, it goes hard : one that 1 brought 
up of a puppy ; one that I saved from drowning, when 
three or four of his blind brothers and sisters went to 
it! — I have taught him, even as one would say, pre- 
cisely, thus I would teach a dog. I was sent "to de- 
liver him, as a present to mistress Silvia, from my mas- 
ted; and I came no sooner into the diuing chamber, 
hilt he steps me to her trencher, and steals her capon’s 
leg ! — O, ’tis a foul thing when a cur cannot keep him- 
seif(3) in all companies ? — If 1 had not-had more w it 

(\) Sorrows, sorrtfWfiil affections. 

(2LTo reck is to care for. 
l^jrKestrftin himself. 
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than lie, tc take a fault upon me that ho did, I think 
verily he had boon hanijr’d for*t ; sure as 1 live,, he 
had siiftorod for’t: — you shall judge. Ho thrusts mo 
into the coinputiy of three or tour gciitlernardike dogs, 
iWidcr tlio duke's table: he had not been there (bless 
tile mark) a watering- while, but all the chamber smelt 
him ! — Out with the says one ; — TVhat cur 
that P says another : — H^’/iip him out, says (he third ; 
Hang him up^ says the duke I, having been ac- 
quainted with the smell before, knew- it was Crab ; 
and goes me to the fellow that whips the dogs :(I) — 
Friend^ quoth 1, you mean to whip the dog? — Ay^ 
marry ^ do -/, quoth he : — You do him the more wrongs 
quoth I : '*lwas I did the thing you wot of. He makes, 
no more ado, but whi|>s me out of (he chamber ! How 
many mash-rs would do this for their servant? 1 have 
sat ill the stocks for puddings he hath stolen, other- 
wise he had been executed: — thou think'st not of this 
now! Nay, I remember the trick you served me, 
when 1 took my leave Af madam Silvia : did not I bid 
thee still mark me, and do as J do? When did’st 
thou see me heave up my leg against a gentlewoman's 
failhiiigale ?/-'did’st thou ever see me do such a trick 2 

Enter Pjioteus, and Jui^ia in hoy^s clothesy l.h. 

Pro, Sebastian is thy name? — 1 like thee well, 

And will employ thee in some service presently. 

Jul, In what you please;—! will do what I can. 

*Pro, 1 hoj^e thou wilt. (Julia retires a little,) 
How now, you idle knave ? 

Where have you loiter'd, {peasant, since I saw you? 

Launre, Marfy, sir, 1 carried mistress Silvia the 
^ dog you bade me. 

* Pro. Well, and what said she to ray little jewel ? 

Launcex Mhrry, she said, your dog w^as a cur; and 
tells you, currish thanks are good enough for such a 
'present. 3 

^1^(1} lliis appears to have been part of tbe office of an usher of the 
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Pro. But she received my d«)^ ? 

Launce. No, indeed, she did not : here have 1 
bronsjht him Ixick nffaiii. 

Pro. What, did’st thou offer her this from me? 
Launcc. Ay, sir; — the other squirrel was stolen 
from me by the hangman’s boys in the market-place ; 
and then 1 offered her mine own. 

Pro. Go, get thee hence, and find my dog again, 
.Or ne’er return again into my sight. {Crosses lon.n.) 

Launce. Why, sir, this is a dog as big as ten of 
yours ; and therefore the gift the greater. 

Pro. Away, I say : — stay’st thou to vex me here? 
luounce. Gome along, Crab. 

wiih hu dogj l.h. 
Pro. A slave that, still an eiid,(l) turns me to 
shame ! 


(Julia ad'oances.) 

Sebastian, I have entertain’d thee, 

.Partly, that 1 have need of such a youth, 

That can with some discretion do my business, 

For ’tis no trusting to yon foolish lout ; 

But, chiefly, for thy (ace, and thy behaviour ; 

^Which (if my augury deceive me not) 

Witness good bringing up, fortune, and tiTitb : 
Therefore know thou, fijr this 1 entertain thee. 

Go presently, and take this ring w ith thee : 

(Gives her a ring.) 

Deliver it to madam Silvia. — 

Slu^ lov’d me well, deliver’d it to me! 

J^h It seems, you lov’d her not, to leave her tok^n. 
She’s dead, Ijelike. 

Pro. Not so ; I think, she lives. 

JuL, Alas! 

Pro. Why dost thou cry, alas ? 

JmL h caiinot choose but pity her- 
Pm^ Wherefore shou)d?st thou pit5rher ? 

Jul. Bei^auae, methinks^ tbahshe lov’d you well 
^ you do love your lady Silvia : 

‘ «- 

1119 At the conclusion of every buBineas lus uodcrtake*. 
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She dreams on him that has forirot her love ; 

Yon dote on her that car#\s not for your love. 

’Tis pity, love should be so contrary ; 

And thinking on it makes me cry, alas. 

*. Pro. W ell, give her (hat ring, and therewithal 
This letter : — baste thee, boy ; — and tell my lady, 

I claim the promise for her heavenly picture. 

Thy nu'ssage done, hie hither to my chamber. 

Where thou shult find me sad and solititry. 

lExit, R.H. 

JiiL How many women would do such a message ? 
This ring I gave him, when he parted from me. 

To bind him to remember my good will : 

And now arn 1 (unhappy messenger!) 

To carry that which 1 would have refus’d; 

To plead for that w hich 1 would not obtain,; 

To praise his faith, which I would have disprais’d. 

I am my master’s true contirmed love; 

But cannot be true servant to my masicn 
Unless 1 prove false traftor to myseU'; 

Vet will 1 woo for him; but yet so coldly, 

As, heaven it knows, [ would not have him speed. 

• L.H. 

SCENE III. — ^ Forest between Milan and Mantua* 

A hud whistling without. — Enter Ubaloo, l.h. 
meeting Luigi and Car^los. 

'Lui. Who’s there? Ubaldo? 

Uifls/. Ay, Luigi. — What! 

Only you two ? — It grows broad day; .’tis time 
We were retir’d ; (his is the place and hour 
Our comrades fix’d on for our meeting. 

Car* Conarades ! 

Nay, since we lost our captain, we are grown 
Disjoin’d and many-minded; every one 
Or stays or goes, at his own pleasuve. 

I* {A whistling twiccj without^ b.h.) 

Vbal* Hark I 

» 2 
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That’s their signal ; — and they come, I hope, 

Loaded with plunder. 

Car. If they have had our luck. 

They are return’d no heavier than they went. 

Enter Stefano, Giacomo, Rodolfo, Valehio, 

it. 11. 

Ste. Fellows, stand fast ; here come two passengers. 
Lui. If there be ten, shrink not, but down with them. 
UbaL Flush! — stand aside awhile, and mark their 
bearing. iThe^ retire behind the trees.^ 

Enter Valentine and Speed, r.h. 

Speed. But, sir, dear sir, donH you hear these hor- 
rible thieve-calls on every hand of us ? As you value 
your life, good master, make the best of your way out 
of this frightful forest. 

Val. Care for thyself, and Iqave me to my hap. 
Life has no charm for me, from Silvia banish’d. 
Unless I be by Silvia in the night. 

There is no music in the nightingale; 

Unless t look on Silvia in the day, ' .. 

There is no day icir me to look upon : 

She is my essence ; and I leave to be, 

If I be not, by her dear influence, 

Foster’d, illumin’d, cherish’d, kept alive : 

Therefore 1 reck not what becomes of me. 

{The Outlaws advance^.) 
Sie. Stand, sirs, and yield us that you have about 
you. 

Speed. Sir, we’re undone ; these are the villains 
That all the travellers do fear so much. 

VaL My friends, — 

Car. That’s not so, sir ; — we are your enemies. 
Ubal. Peace ; let’s hear him. 

X//I. Ay, by my beard, will we; 

IPjar he’sf a proper iflan.( I ) 

. (1) WeU-looking, the appearance of a gcntleimiB. 



OF VERONA. S3 

VaL Then know, that 1 liavejiltle wealth to lose ; 

A man I am, cross’d with adversity: 

My riches are these poor habiliments, 

which if you should here disfurnish me, 
ou take the sum and substance that I have. 

Ste. W hither travel you ? 

VaL To Mantua. 

LuL W hence came you ? 

PftL From Milan. 

UbaL Have you long scijourn’d there ? 

Val* Not very long; but longer might have staid, 
If crooked fortune had not thwarted me. 

What, were you banish’d thence? For what 
offence ? 

VaL For that which now toniients me to rehearse : 

1 kill’d a man, whose death 1 rniich repent ; 

Hut yet I slew him manfully in tight, 

Without false ’vantage, or base treachery. 

UbaL Why, ne’er r<;|)crit it, if it were done so : 

But, were you banish’d tor so small a fault ? 

VaL 1 was ; and hvdd me glad of such a doom. 
Lui. Have you the tongues ? 

VaL ]\Jy^outhful travel therein made me happy. 
LiUi* By the bare scalp of Robin Hood’s fat friar, 
^This fellow were a king for onr wild taction, 

UbaL We’ll have him.— -Sirs, a wmrd. 

(The Outlaws whisper together.) 
Speed. Master, be one of them ; ^ 

It is an honourable kind of thievery. 

*^VaL Peace, villain I — 

UbaL Tell us this : — have you any thing to take to ? 
Val. Nothing, but my fortune. 

UbaL^xlow^ then, that some of us are gentlemen, 
Such asfce fury of uiigoverii’d youth 
Thrust from the company of awful nien:(l) 

Myself was from Ferrara banished, 

For practising to steal away a lady, 

An heir, and near allied unto the dThke. 

(1)' Men weR-gorerned, obwrvAnt of law and authority; full of or 
aubject to awa. 

» 3 • 
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JLui. And 1 from Florence, for a ^cntleinaoj 
VWhom, jji my i]!U>.od,(l) 1 struck unto i\\v heart. 

U/jaL But to the purpose! — for we cite our faults, 
That they may hold excus’d our lawless lives; — 

And partly seeing you arc b(*auti/ied 

Witli goodly shape: and by your ow?i report 

A linguist; and a man of such pcrfi‘ctioii, 

As we do in our quality (^ 2 ?) much want ; — 

Ltti. Indeed, because you are a banish'd man, 
Therefore, above the rest, we parley to you : 

Arc you content to be our general ; 

To make a virtue of necessity, 

And live, as we do, in this wilderness ? 

UbaL What say'st thou? — wilt thou be of our con- 
sort ? 

Say, ay, and be the Ciiptain of ns all : 

We’ll do thee homage, and be rul’d by thee, 

Love thee as our commander, and o'lr king. 

Car. But, if thou scorn our coi rtesy, thou diest. 
Sle. Thou sdialt not live to^rag what we have of- 
fer'd. 

Val. I take your offer, and will live with you ; 
Provided that you do no oiitrages 
On helpless women, or poor passengers. 

Ubm. No, we detest such vile, base practices. 
Come, go with us; we’ll bring thee to our crews, 

And show thee all the treasure we have got ; 

Which, with ourselves, all rest at Ihy dispose. 

Val. On : — you shall not repent your trust in me. 

[Ejeeunty r.h.u.'k. 

SCENE IF.— ^ Garden^ and Silvia^ s Apartments 
in the Duke^s Palace^ in Milan. 

\ 

Silvia, with a mask and veil in herMand^ l.h. 

SfV. Thus far good hap: not one, of all the many 
Set on, and hired tB watch mo. doth misgive 
Jl^trembling entrance on this bold adventure. 

(!) Anger, resentment. (2) Proression. 



OF VERONA, 55 

What hazards do 1 not riin for thro, my Valentine! 
The hour draws on ; and at the friar’s cell 
My faithful friend, Sir E^lanioiir, awaits me. 

Blind love, blind guide, — :ih, no; — true love, true 
« guide, 

Now speed me on my way ! — Soft, who comes here ? 

Enter Jiti.ia, r.h. in hoi/s clothes. 

JuL Madam, good day. — 1 pray you, be my mean 
To bring me whiu'e to speak with lady Silvia. 

Si!. VVhit would you with her, if that I be she? 
JuL If you be she, 1 do entreat your patience , 

To hear me speak the message 1 am sent on, 

■ SiL From whom ? 

JuL From my inasler. Sir ^iroteas, madam, 

S/7. O ! he sends you for a picture ? 

JuJ. Ay, madam. 

Sil. Go, give your master this. 

(drives her a miniature picture.) 

Tell him from me, 

One Julia, that his changing thoughts forget, 

Would be(^«r fit his chamber than this shadow. — 
(.^5ide.)"rhi.s may delay the knowledge of my flight. 

JuL iMadam, may it please you to peruse this letter ? 
• Sil. No, I’ll not look upon your mast(M’'s lines; 

I know they are stuff’d with protestations, 

And full of new-found oaths ; which he will break, 

As he hath those he swore to his former love. 

*^Jul. Madam, he s(?fids your ladyship this ring. 

Sil. The more shame for him that he sends it me ; 
For 1 have heard him say a thousand times, 

Ills Julia ^ive it him at his departure : 

Though his false finger hath proflin’d the ring, 

. Mine shall not do his Julia so much wrong. 

J*ul. She thanks you, — 

Sil. What say'st thoii ? 

JuL 1 thank you, madam, that you tender her. 
Poor gentlewoiiiuii ! — my master wrongs her much, . 
'Sil. Dost thou know her ? 

D 4 
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JuL Almost as well as 1 do know myself : 

To think upon her woe«, 1 do protest, 

That 1 have wept an hundred several times. 

Sil. Btdike, she thinks that Pi*oteiis hath forsook her, 
JvL I think she doth, and that’s her cause of sorrow.. 
Sil, Is she not passing fair ? 

JtiL She hath been tairer, madam, than she is: 
When she did think my master lov’d her well, 

She, in my jud^^ment, was as fair as you ; 

But, since she did nej^lect her lookin^>|!^lass, 

And threw her sun-expelling mask away, 

The air hath starv’d the roses in her cheeks. 

And pinch’d the lily-tincture of her face ; 

That now she is become as black as 1.(1) 

Si!. How tall was she ? 

Juh About my slatnrij: for, at Pentecost, 

When all on r pageants of delight were play’d. 

Our youth got me to play the woman’s part, 

And 1 was trtiiim’d in madam Julia's gown ; 

1 Which served me as tit, by all flwn’s judgment, 

As if the garment had bmi made for me: 

Therefore, 1 know she is about my height: 

And, at that time, 1 made hei'Mveep n^good/S) 

^ For 1 did play a lamentable part : 

! Madam, ’twas Ariadne, passioning 

i F'or 'rheseiis’ perjury, and unjust flight; 

Which I so lively acted with my tears, 

Thai, my poor mistress, moved therewithal, 

^ Wept bitterly : and, would I might be dead, 

If I, in thought, felt not her very sorrow. 

Si/- ^he is beholden to you, gentle \oiith ! — 

Alas, poor lady ! desolate, and left ! 

I weep myself to think upon thy wrongs. — . 

)— And what if Valentine should prove bkc 
I Proteus? 

^way, false doubts! you wrong his noble heart. — 
ere, youth, — ^tliere is my purse; 1 give thee (his 

(1) The colour of a part pmeked^ is livid « as it is commonly termed, 
iacA ami 

In iroekl earnest. 
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For Ihy swe(*t misfress’ sake, because thou lov’st her. 
Farewell. — Now all good angeU be luy guard ! 

R.u. 

JuL And she shall thank you for’t, if e’er you know 
. her. 

A’ virtuous gentlewoman, mild and beautiful. 

Here is her picture : — let me see : — 1 think, 

If 1 had such a tire, this face of mine 
Were full as lovely as is this others : 

And yet the painter flatter’d her a little, 

Unless 1 flatter with myself too much. — 

What should it be, thtit he rCsspects in her, 

But I can make respective in myself, 
if this fond love were not a blinded god ? 

O, envied shadow, — O, thou senseless form,— 

Thou shall be worshipped, kiss^, lov’d, and ador’d ; 
And, were there sense in his idolatry, 

My substiince should be statue in thy stead. 

Yet, shadow, come ; — 

I’ll use thee kindly for ^y mistress’ sake. 

[£an7, r.h, 

SCE>1E V. — The^Mrmzce to a Convent. 

Ef?ler Egi^amovii, 

EgL The sun begins to gain upon tne neaveiis, 
And sheds. full morning from his glistering brows* 
It^ust be now upon the very hour, 

That Silvia at the friar’s cell should meet me: . 

She will not tail ; for , lovers break npt hours, 

Unless it be, to come befoi^e their time, 

So much they spur in expedition. — 

I said; — she’s here. 

Enter Sieyia, in a veil and masky r.h. 

A happy morning, lady ! 

SiL Amen, amen ! — Go on, good Eglamour; 

D 5 
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Out at the postern, by the coiivcnt'Wall ; — 

1 fear, 1 am attended by some spies. 

Egi. Fear not : — the forest is not three leagues off ; 
If wo recover that, we are sure(l) enough. 

[ii'iTCKWt, L.K. 


BNI> OF ACT lY. 


ACT V. 

SCENE I. — yJn AntUroom in the Dulce*s Palace^ 
in Milan ^ 

THirnio, Proteus, and Julia 

in boj/^s clothes, 

Thu* I missMyou, Proteus, at St. Gregory's foun- 
tain : ® 

But, tell me, what said Silvia to my suit? 

Pro* ,0, sir, 1 find her milder than she was; 

And yet, she takes exception<at your jiersqn. 

Thu* What, that my leg is too long ? 

Pro* No ; that it is too little. 

Thu* I’ll wearalxKJt, to make it somewhat rounder. 
Pro* But love will rSbt be spurr’d to whid it loaihes. 
Thu* What says she to my face ? 

Pro, She says it is a fair one* 

Thu* Nay, then, the wanton lies ; my face is black. 
Pro. But pearls are fair ; and the old saying is, 
'ISIack men are pearls in beauteous ladies’ eyes. 

Thu, How likes she my discourse ? 

Pro, 111, when you talfc of war* • 

Thu. But well, when I discourse of love, and pesuse. 
JuL (Aside.) But better, may be, when you bold 
your peace* 

Thum What says^he to my valour ? 

of dangser^ 
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Pro, O, sir, she makes no doubt of that. 

T/m. VV hat says she to my birth ? 

Pro That you are well deriv’d. 

JuL (Aside.) True; from a g^entlemaii to a fool. 

) Pro, Here comes the duke. 

Enter^ the Duke, Officer, and Attendants, it.ii, 

Duke. How now, Sir Thurio? — How now, Pro- 
teus ? 

Which of you saw Sir Eglamour of late ? 

Thu. Not I. 

Pro. Nor 1. 

Duke. Saw you my daughter ? 

Pro. Neither. 

Duke. Why, then, ’tis tru^ 

She’s fled unto ihc banish’d Valentine, 

And Eglamour is in her company. 

’Tis true ; for friar Bernard met them both, 

As he in penance wanch'r’d through the forest: 

Him he knew well, and guess’d that it was she ; 

But, being mask’d, he was not sure of it: 

Besides, she •did intend oonfession 
At Patrick’s cell this morn ; and the^iti she was not ; 
These likelihoods confirm her flight (rom hence ; 
•Therefore, 1 pray you, stand not lo discourse, 

But mount you presently, and meet with me' 

Upon the rising of the mountain-foot 

That Icada towards Mantua ; that way they are fled : 

Despatch, sweet gentlemen, and follow me. 

[^Exeunt Duke^ Officer., and AttendmUs^ i^.h. 
Thu. Why, this it is lo be a petivi8h( 1) girl, 

Thgt flics licr fortune when it follows her! 

1*11 after, mon? to be reveng’d on Eglamour, 

.Than for the love ofreckle8s(2) Siluia. 

And I will follow‘d more for Silvia’s lovi ^ 
Than hate of Eglamour, that goes with her. 


(t) FoolliA« 


() CsrcliM, 


0 
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JuL And 1 will follow, more to cross that love, 
Thai! hate for Silvia, thal is gone for love. 

L.H. 

Thu. Nay, if they’re all for following, I’ll stay here ; 
I’ll let my hate of Ei^laiiioiir alone, 

And polish up this jewel of my brain ; 

( Takes out a paper,) 

Which, were it finish’d once to my desire, 

Might warm the coldest heart to sympathy. 

La, la, la, — ’twill do, — ’twill do. — Fa, la, — ^la, la, la, 
la! 


Enter an Officer, l.h. 

Officer. My lord, my lord, the duke is waiting for 
you : all is in haste : Proteus has gallop’d off al- 

ready. 

Thu. Has he? then we’ll gallop after him. — Fa, 
la, la : — I wait on the duke. — Fa, la, la ! 

* [^ Exeunt ^ e.h. 

SCENE II. — A Forest between Milan and Mantua. 

«» ■> 

A great noise without. — Enter Ubaldo, Lijigi, and 
Rodolfo, r.ii.u.e-. 

UhaL Nay, bring her onward : — ^she’s a prize in- 
deed. — 

Whore is the youth, that call’d himself Sebastian ? 
Lui. They’ve ta’eii him forward to the general'^ 
quarters. 

Enter Carlos, Silvia, Siefano, and Giacomo, 

* Rll.U.E. 

, Sf7. What, will you murder me ? Unhand me, vU- 
laiiis ! 

Car. Come, ladye — you must with us to our cap- 
tain. 

Luu Wheig|.M the gentleman that was with her ? i 
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Car. I struck him down, never to rise again ; 

At least, I think so. 

Sfe. Yet he stood to’t stoutly. 

Si/. IVly tiiithful Kghimour ! 

*. U/jal Uo ; — take her to the west end of the wood^ 
To our leader: — we must hence; more travellers 
Arc forth : 1 heard the trampling of their horses. 
[Evcaat Uhaldo^ Euigi^ (iiacomo^ and Rodolfo^ r.h. 
Car. Come/ we must bring you to our captain^s 
cave. 

SiL Slaves, monsters, murderers! — Kuflians, loose 
your hold ! — 

O, Valentine, this I enJure for thee ! 

[^Exeunt ^ Carlos^ Silvia, and Slefano, l.h. 

SCENE III. — V ahniint! s Cjpac, in another part of 
the For/st. 

Valkntine discovered, at the entrance of the Cave, 

u.E. 

VaL I low use doth breed a habit in a man ! 

This shadow;y desert, ui^reqnented woods, 

1 better knjTok than flourishing peopled towns : 

Here can I sit alone, niisecii of any, 

•And to the nightingale's complaining notes. 

Tune my distresses and record(l) iny woes. 

O thou, that dost inhabit in my breast, 

Leave not the mansion so long tciiantless ; 

LesL growing rubious, the building fidl, 

And leave no memory of what it was ! 

Repair, repair me w ith thy presence, Silvia ! 

{A great noise of whisUingand shouting without, ij.n.) 
What halloing, and what stir is thte' to-day ? 

These arc my mates, that make their wills their law, 
‘Have some unhappy passenger in chase: — 

They love me well ; yeti have much to do, 

To keep them from uncivil outrages. — 

{Noise of whistling dkd shouting again.) 

• * (1) Aecoref aacUmlly ffigalfied to 
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Again ? — Why, Speed ! — 1 must among them straight. 


Enter Spked, from the Cave. 

Speed. Sir? 

VaL Qiiii k ; bring ray arms, and follow down the 
hill. 

[^Exeunt y Valentine l.ji. Speed into Cave. 

SCENE IF . — Another pari of the Forest. 

Enter Launch, with his r.u. 

Launce. Ffolla! holla! — I’m lost, I’m undone! — 
Sir Proteus ! Master ! — He’s flown off, like lightning, 
and which way he is'g'^ne it’s impossible to giiess. 
’Sblud, a man that follows one of these fiery fellows in 
pursuit of a mistress, might as well go in chase of a 
jack-a-lantern — This must b^ the forest I have so 
often heard of at Milan: — they say it’s inhabited by 
goblins, monsters with three throats, that swallow men 
up alive. — What will be the fate of me and my fellow 
traveller? — Holla ! holla ! Sir Pro 

m 

Enter Ubaldo, Luigi, Giacomo, Rodoufo, <S’c. ^ 

L.U. 


JJhaL Stand there. 

Launce. I’m a dead man. 

Lui. Ijiiy hold on him. 

Launce. ’Pray, do, good gentlemen ; or I shall 
drop down in a moment. 

tjui. Why, hcj^, now? — you tremble, friend. 

Eaunce. Yes, sir; it’s a disease I’rn troubled with, 
a kind of follirig sickness % — but^ 1 hope, it won’t cost 
me my life. > • 

Ubai. Wlby, you cowardly knave, what’s the mat- 
ter with you? Are^ou afraid of dyin^? 

JLaunet. Yes, truly am I, sir; if it were only in 
Iftegmrd ^ my the foitiily of the Launces, 
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that poor Crab and I left behind us in Verona, would 
break their hearts, if we came to an uii timely end. 

CJbal. Ctiiiie, come, away with aim — he must to 
head-quarters, and be examined : — away with him, 
-pOut, cur! {Striking at the dog,) 

JLaunce. Gentlemen, gentlemen, — however hardly 
you treat me, — ’piay, use poor Crab with a little hu- 
manity. 

l^ui. W hat, does the varlct make a jest of us ? — 
Drag him along. 


Enter Spekd, l.h. 

Speed, Half! — Comrades, what cheer > 

Jjuunce, Am 1 awake ? what do I see? 

Speed, Why, Lannce ! — in the name of kii^ 
Arthur’s ro HI ui table, hrings^ou h(?re? 

Eaunce. My own ill luck, and my master’s. — But, 
Speed, what in the name of enchantment, brings you 
here r * 

Speed Thou shalt know by and by. — Let him go 
fricfuis : IHl answer for him*. — Come, I’ll bring thee 
where thou be weldbme. 

Eaunde, And my dog? 

Speed, And illy dog. 

Eaimee. Huzza! — Lead on, fellow' Speedy o’tho 
instant:! follow. — Come along, Crab. 

[^Exeunt, l.h: 

ISCLNIS V. — Valentine' s Cctve m’ another part of 
the forest. 

Enter Carlos, Silvia, and Stefavo^ r.h: 

. Cari Our captain bears an honourable mind. 

And will not use a woman lawlessly, 

Sil, I’ll go no further ; — kill me even here. 

Ste, Nay, no resistance.' 

Gar. Follow patiently. 

Sil. Help, help, for mercy I bet]^^8omeTC!S<^oliigAtltiT' 
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Enter PnoTBtis, l.h. 

Pro. Hu ! Silvia’s voice! — Love, guide ray weapon 
sure ! 

Unhand the hidy, slaves ; — or mwt your death. 

strikes the sword out o f Carlos's haa- f 
who flies u.H. — he then engages Slefano^ loho 
finds himself overpowered^ and escapes amon&^ 
the trees,) 

Prosperous adventure ! — and most blest encounter !— 
Madam, this sc*rvice I have done Tor you, 

(Thoujjii you respect not aught your servant doth) 

To hnzctrd life, and rescue you from those, 

Tliat would have forc'd your life and honour from you. 
Vouchsafe me, for ray^eed, but one fair look ; 

A smaller boon than th^I cannot beg, 

And less than this, I am sure, you cannot give- 
SiL Unhappy, miserable that 1 atii ! 

Pro. Oh, may this rescue rnahe you happy, madam ! 

Enter hehiml^ Valknttne, JuiiiA, inhoy^s clothes^ 
CAiiL.o'ii, Stefano, GiAccmo, Rodoi*fo, Vale- 
rio, RaIMONOO, L.ll.U.B. 

SiL Had T been seiz’d on by a hungry lion, 

I would hav(‘ been a breakfast to the beast, 

Rather than have false Proteus rescue me. 

Be witness, heaven, how 1 love Valentine, 

For whose dear sake 1 roam these pathless wilds ; 

And full as much, — for moie there cannot be, — 

I do dete.st iiilse, perjur’d Proteus; 

Therefore, be gone, solicit me no more. 

PdL How iike a dream is all I see and hear !* 

Pro, What dangerous action, stood it next to death, 
Would I not undergo for one calm look ? 

O, ’tis the curse of fate, 

When women cannot love where they’re belov’d. 

|f7. W'hen Proteus cannot love where he’s belov’d ; 
J uiia’s heart ; 
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For whose dear sake* (lion then didst rend tliy faith, 
Into a thousand oaths ; and all those oaths 
Descended into perjury. — Ftdse man ! 

. Thou conlerfeit to thy true friend I 
Pro, In love, 

Who respects iViend ? 

Sii, All men Init Proteus. 

FaL Mea\en, lend me patience to endure awhile I 
Pro, Nay, if (he irontic spirit of moving; words 
(’an no way ehaiig;e you to a milder form, 

I’ll woo you, like a soldier, at arms' end. 

Sii. O hea\ en ! — 

(4s Prof ei4s goes to seize Silvia^ Valentine rushes 
between them ) 

Val, Rutiiati, forbear that rude, unhallow'd touch I 
7'hou friend of an ill flihhiori ! 

Pro. V^aleiitine ! /j 

Val, Cojurades, lay hold him. 

* (77/e Outlaws seize Prj^teus — Julia runs to /im.) 
My dearest Silvia ! — 

Kind heaven, at h ngth, h is heard my hourly prayer, 
And once more brought my Silvia to my arms: 
yris not in language to express my joy* 

Sil. It isr delusion all : alas, we dream, 

And must awaken to wretchedness again. 

O; Valentine, we are beset with dangers. 

* FaL Dismiss those tears, my love ; here I command : 
No power (11 eardi shall ever part us more.— 

Thou common friend, — that’s wiihout iailh, or love, — 
(Ftrrsuch.is a friend now) — thou treacherous man. 
How thoii’st beguil’d niy hopes ! — nought but mine 
eye 

Could have persuaded me: — now 1 dare not say, 

1 have one friend alive: thou wouhl’st dis|3rovfc me: 

ho should be (rusted now, when the right hand 
Is*perjjiir’d to the bosom ? — 

To die, but lightly expiates thy offence 

Pro, My sname and guilt cotilbund me. — 

Thy wrath is just: and las freely suffer, 

As e’er 1 did commit: 1 merit death* 
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VaU Go, — hear him from iny sight ; — and iu my cave 
Await my further will. 

(77/c Outlaws are taking Prolvus azoaj/^ k.ii.) 
JuL O me nnhnppy ! {Shr faints,) 

Sil. Look to the youth. 

FaL ^Vhy^ !>?»>, look up : — (She recovers,) — what 
is the matter ? Speak. 

JuL Hold, iiold awhile : (The Outlaws stop.) 

My master charg’d me, sir, 

To give a ring to lady Silvia ; 

Which, out of my neglect, was never done. 

Pro, ’I'is tiMic ; 1 do confess it. 

JuL This is it. - (Gives a ring to Proteus, ) 

Pro, How ? — T.ot me see : — 

This is the ring I gave to tfulia. 

Jul, O, cry you iv'jrcy, sir, I have mistook ; 

This is the ring you st\jjt^to Silvia. 

(*iyiers Proteus another ring,) 
Pro, How cani’st thou byjliis ring ? At my depart, 
I gave this unto Julia. 

JuL And Julia herself did give it me. 

( Discovers herself , ) 

Pro, Flow } Julia ! — 

JuL Behold her (hat gave aim to all tliy oaths, 
And entertain’d them deeply in her luvart : — 

How hast thou with thy falsehood cleft the root oift ! 
Pal, He’s touched to the very soul. 

Sil, Mine pities them. 

Jul, O Proteus let this habit make thee blush : 

Be thou Hsliam’d, that 1 have ta’en upon me 
Such an immodest raiment; if shame live 
In a disguise of love : 

Modesty finds it is the lesser blot. 

Women to change their shapes, than men their minds. 
Pro, Than mcm their minds ! — ’tistrue : — O heavenj 
were man 

But conjstaiit, he were perfect; that one blemish 
Fills him with fii^ilts, makes him run through all 
.i, errors ; — 

instancy falls off, ere it begins i — 
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The magic spell dissolves that dimm’d my sight, 

And my <rue day-spring dawns to me again 
Ail Silvia boasfs of beauiy I may see 
More fresh in Julia with a constant eye. 

^7/. Give me your hand, sweet Julia; — ^yours, Sir 
Proteus ; — 

l^et rnc be bless’d to reconcile your vows : 

{Silvia Joins their hands,) 

( To VaL) Nor must you hold out enmity for ever. 

Prot If to repent ttie, Valentine if hearty sorrow 
Be an atoning ransom for offence ; — 

If truest penitence cun be forgiven, — 

Val, Forgiven, luiy’st thou ? 

Who by repentance is not satisfied. 

Is nor of heaven, nor earth ; — by penitence 

The Eternal’s wrath’s appeas’d ^^i-Shall man be more ? 

Thus once again 1 do receive ^ee honest : — 

(He embraces Proteus,) 
* Thy friend, and lovely Julia, both are thine. 

Pro, Bear witness,. heaven, I have my wish for 
ever, 

( Ubaldoj Dukcy Luigi^ Thurto^ Eglamour^ 
Fred^vigo, Leonzio^ Roberto^ and Pietro^ 
jiofthouty l.hO 

EgL This way they bore her, good my lord, thw 
way. 

Duke. Thanks, good Sir Eglamour ; lead on. 

Ubal and Lui. A prize, a prize I 
Sil, My father, — and Sir Eglamour escapM I 
"VbaL Come on yotir ways, — 

Ew/er UBALOo,DaRK, Luigi, THCRiOjEGiiAMoua, 
Fukderigo, Leorzio, Roberto, and Pietro, 
L.H.U.E. 

^Airionswer to our chief. 

VaL Hold off your hands it is the Duke 
bear. — y 

My lord, yon are welcome, to a man disgrac’d. 

The out-la w’d Valentine. 
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Duke. Sir Valentine! 

Thu> Yonder is Silvia, sir ; and Silvia’s mine. 

VaL Thurio, give buck ; or else embrace thy death ; 
Come not vrithiii the measure(l) of my wrath : 

Do not name Silvia thine ; if once again, ' 

Milan shall not behold thee : — here she stands ; 

I dale thee but to bn‘athc upon my love, — 

Take but {possession of her with a touch', 

Not the wide earth w<‘re ransom for thy life. 

Thu. Not I, Sir Valentine; I care not for her- — 

1 hold him but a fool, that will endanger 
His body for a girl that loves him not : — 

I claim her not, and therefore she m thine. 

Duke. I'he luon* d<‘generate and base art thou, 

To make such means (1 ; tor her as thou hast dune, 
And leave her on siio^ slight conditions. 

Thu, Such slight ''^nditions, say you ? — Slight, 
gads me ! % 

. Duke. Now, by the boilV;yr of my ancestry, 

I do applaud thy spirit, Valeiftiue, 

And think thee worthy of an empress’ love. 

My child, — 

{Silvia runs^ and throws he, self at the 'Duke* s feet.) 
I here forget all former griefs : — {Embraces^SUvia.) 
Cancel all grudge: — {To Valentine.) — repeal thin* 
home again. 

Sir Valentine, 

Thou art a gentlcrnnii, and well deriv’d : 

Take thou thy Silvia;, for thou hast deserv’d her, 

VaL I thank your grace ; this gift hath made h»c 
bless’d. 

Juh Eternal happiness to gentle Silvia! 

VaL You make me bold to be a suitor to you : 

And I brseech you, for your daughter’s sake. 

Not to deii) the boon that 1 shall ask- 

Duke, *Tis granted, for thine own, whate’er it be. 

(J ) The length of my i>wor(l— tbe reach of my ang:er. 

(2) To make such interest for, to take such disingenuous paini 
idmuther* 
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PaL These banished men, that I have kept withal,— 
Forgive them what theyVe done amiss my lord, 

And let them from their exile be recaUM : 

They will deserve it ; they arc gentlemen, 

And fit for brave employment, gracious sir. 

})uke. Thou hast prevail’d for them They’re 
pardon’d all ; — 

Dispose of them, as thou know’&t their deserts. 

Now, on to Milan ; where we’ll end all jars 
With triiimphs,( 1) mirths, and rare solemnity. 

Thu. And, lady Silvia, I’ll write your epithala- 
tniiim. 

PaL I dare be bold, sir, as we journey onward, 
With our discourse to make your gmitness smile; 
What think you of this pretty page, my lord ? 

Duke, 1 think, the boy hsdii grace in him ; he 
blushes. / 

PaL I warrant you, nj/ lord, more grace than 
boy . 

Duke. What mean ymi by that saying? 

" VaL Please you, I’ll tell you as we pass along. 
That you will w^<>nder what hath fortun’d us. — 
,Coine, Proteus, ’tis your penance, but to hear 
Voiir o>v?;?and Julia’s history r«dated : 

Thaf dbiie, our day of marriage shall be yours ; 

^>ii^ feast, one house, one mutual happiness. 

Thanks, generous V^aleiitine : — and I myself 
Will be the trumpet of iny Julia’s worth, 

Her sledfhst faith, her still-enduring love, 

And of my own misdoings. — Pardon me, 

•Ye who have ever known whut ’tis to err !— 

And be this truth by all the world coiifc^t, 

'I’hal lovers ,piust be faithful to be blest. 


(1) Triumphs, here, means masques and revels. 
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TriE TEMPEST. 


Tlic mind of that man must be ver}' strongly impregnated with sclf- 
conceit, who in proportion he advances in life, does not see more 
and more reason to distrust the correctness of his opinions, and to 
pause ere he bestows upon any work unqualified applause. When he 
reflects how frequently experience has cooled the ardent feelings of 
admiration excited by the first pernsal of an author’s writings, and 
taught him that what he once decoded a model of perfection was but 
• a tissue of false taste and absurdity, he will become someurhat more 
chary of his eulogies, an^v<:€k to discover whether sound judgment 
will sanction the decis^fa which his feelings urge him to pronounce. 
In the season of arc especially lii^le to fall into this 

error of indiscriiiiinatp admiration ; our eyes are fascinated by ever}’ 
ignis fatnus which presents itself to their view ; and we worship it 
•’ unsuspecting ardour, till we find at length that what wc foolishly 
thought a pure and steady tlaine^ was nothing but a fleeting worth- 
less vapour. 

I’herc are, however, some few authors not less calculated to satisfy 
tbp, judgment of manliood, than to captivate the imagination of youth ; 
and, such a one is Shakspeare. Time and reflection, far from wcak- 
'ening the hold which his scenes acquired upon our regard in the days 
of boyhood, have but served to strengthen and render it perpetual, 
and to convince us that what delighted the child, is no less worthy of 
fasfunating and instructing the man $ With him were the dreams of 
our earliest love,” and our reverence for bis name has grown with our 
growth, and strengthened with our sti^gth. It is not the transient 
offspring of capricious taste, doomed to tcrnimate as suddenly as it 
commenced, but a settled convictiop, resulting from frequent exami” 
nations into its soundness, and from every succeeding enquiry becom- 

a2 
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more rooted and immovable. Justly, indeed, is Shakspenre the 
adiiiiration and glory of his countrymen, and honourable alike to 
themselves and the poet is the pride with which they regard him I 
1''his feeling has about it no particle of selfishness or of narrowness, 
no mixture of paltry or personal considerations, but is a generous 
tribute paid solely to the powers of mind ; the homage of a free and 
enlightened people to the grandest genius the world ever saw. But, 
not hy his own countrymen only, is the wdrth of Shakspeare appre 
elated. Never was the delightful spectacle of talent triumphing over 
all didiciilties, and overcoming all nation..! prejudices, so sublimely 
displayed as in the universality of ShakKpearc*s renown. The son of 
a {K‘tty tradesman in an obscure English village, has imparted instruc- 
tion and amusement to millions, and millions yet unborn will owe 
him the same obligations. On the banks of the Nile, the Ganges, 
the Amazon, and the St. Lawrence, beneath the torrid and the tem- 
perate zones, in regions which when he wrote were scarcely known to 
exist, in all climates and among all nations, are the works of Shak- 
speare read and admired. ** Princes and rulers of the people’* dwell 
upon them with delight; young and old, ^ ‘‘^ve and gay, learned and 
ignorant, all ranks and conditions of men, 'tave experienced the 
.magic influence of his genius. ** name one forth into nU 
lands, and his glory uuto the ends of the earth.” 

** Hail, bard triumphant, born in happier days, 

“ Unquestion’d heir of everlasting praise ; 

“ Whose honours with the lapse of years shall grow', 

** As streams roll down, increasing as they flow.” 

Our readers will pardon us this rhapsody, for we are sure that the 
subject upon which our feelings have run riot, is one too con- 
giuiial to their own, for them to take umbrage at oiir enthusiasm. 
JndccMl, the admiration wdth which Englishmen regard the writer^ is 
e^pialled by the love they feel towards the man» They love him for 
his klnd*heartedness, his national pride, his generosity, his humanity, 
ids charity, all the amiable virtues which render humanity engaging, 
^nd wbich^c perusal of his works would convince us that he posses- 
I in degree, even were the concurring testimony of his 

wanting to assure us of the fsict. This convictioit 
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iL'ii Is inexpressibly to heighten the charm of his writings ; and, in- 
dubitably, Englishmen do “ adore his memory, on this side idolatry, 
beyond that of any other man/* 

The following drama, which is one of the last he composed, was 
piT>du(‘.ed at a period of life when it might reasonably be imagined that 
the exuberance of his fancy had become somewhat abated by increas- 
ing years, and his imagination tamed by a long and busy intercourse 
with tlie world. But, do wc discover in the “ Tempest’* any syinp- 
torn of declining powers, or, rather, does it not surpass 'in many re- 
spects the most powerful of the dramas he wrote in the full vigour of 
manhood ? Spurning the bounded regions of Existence,” he has here 
introduced to us beings merely imaginary, yet scarcely out of nature; 
and, such is the power of genius, has made them act and speak pre- 
cisely as every one feels persuaded they would act and speak, did they 
actually exist. The wild and the wonderful, the playful and the 
piitUctic, the terrible and the sublime, are all to be met with in this 
grand production ; and perhaps no other drama but “ Macbeth” pos- 
sesses the last mentioned attribute in so astonishing a degree. To this 
may be added what manjf yeople will deem still higher praise, namely 
that its plan is perOjtly regular, that the three Unities of Action, 
Time, and Place, ^ ’^ore «trictly observed than is common w’i^h 
Sliakspeare, au^ that the anachronisms and similar incongruities, of 
which he is so often guilty, arc here very carefully avoided. The 

Tempest,” indeed, is far less calculated to shock the disciples of 
< be classical school than any other of Shakspeare’s Romantic Dramas. 

Yet, after every eulogiam — and no eulogy can possibly outstrip 
their merits — has been lavished upon the magnificent conceptions and 
t Uc delicious poetry, which this piece contains, it must not be denied 
that as an acting-drama it is deficient in human interest, and does not 
sufficiently appeal to the passions of an audience to become a great 
favoiiVite in the Theatre. Prospeto is too far exalted above our 
nature, too far removed from the hopes and fears of humanity, for 
us to take that interest in his misfinrtunes which the spectacle of 
** a great man struggling with the storms of fate” is generally calcula- 
ted to excite ; our sympathy for th|^ man is forgotten amid our re- 
verence for the philosophical magician. ^¥e know that whatever 
.straits he may be reduced to, he has always a resource in his art ; 
and though at last we experience a placid satisfaction «t the abase- 
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ment of his treacherous enemies, wc experience no very lively solici- 
tude respecting the means by which it is brought alK>ut. We watch 
their progress with quiet expectation, in tranquillity without indif- 
ference.” The underplot is still less exciting. The shipwrecked 
party arc all, except Gonznlo, so utterly worthless, that no one cfan 
be concerned for their fate, or for the issue of tlie conspiracy against 
the King. “ Whether Sebastian do kill Alonzo, or Alonzo do kill 
Srbaxtinn, or each does kill the other,” is a matter of perfect indif* 
ferencc. By the way, Antonio* s agency in this transaction seems to 
require some explanation ; for, thougli an abandoned villain, he is 
not a gratuitous murderer ; yet, he appears to propose the assassina- 
tion of Alonzo from pure love of mischief, and without any certain 
prospect of gain to himself, since he makes no previous stipulation for 
reward, and the promise of remitting the tribute proceeds spontane- 
ously from Sebastian. The beauty of the scene, however, amply 
‘ atonra for such little oversights. That between King John and 
Hubert is more carefully worked up, but is scarcely finer. How art- 
fully are the first, suggestions of the tempter Ihiegmed, how subtle 
and bow cautiona are his approaches ! ^ 

^ SclmsHan, I find not 

Myself dispos'd to sleep. 

** Antonio. Nor 1 j my spirits are nimble. 

“ They fell together, as by one consent j 

** Tliey dropp’d as by a thunderstroke ! what might, 

“ Worthy l^ebastian, — O, what might — ^no more 
And yet, methinks, I see it in thy face, 

** ^Vllat thou should’st be : the occasion speaks thee, and 
** My strong imagination sees a crowii 
“ Dropping upon thy head.” 

From the objection of defective 11)101*681 urged against* the charac- 
ters, those of Ferdinand and Miranda are entirely free ; for, though 
from the comcnoncement we foresee a prosperous issue to their loves, 
they are jp,^iable a pair of beings l^t we unavoidably feel deeply 
intere^yia in^ their fate. imMiraftda is the abstract idea of purity per- 
ronijfiu* Sial^ple, ingenuous, frank, tender, end confiding, her very 
want of reserve displays th^ perfection of idodcsty, and the plain 
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.Lckuuvvicdgnicat of her thoughts, which in any other woman would be 
disgusting forwardness, proclaims in her the extreme of unsuspecting 
innocence. None but Shakspearc could have imagined such a charac- 
ter, or have developed it in so exquisite a manner. How amaKingly 
vark'd as well as vigorous were his powers! Mirtuida i\xv(XJulttt 
both make an open avowal of their attachment, yet, how widely 
different are their feelings, how nicely discriminated their behaviour, 
T>ut in both instances how' completely true to nature ! An author less 
intimately acquainted with the human heart, would have made Mi- 
fanda play off the simperings and timidity of an arrant coquette ; 
but, Shakspcarc's profouuder skill taught him that the absence of all 
dissimulation an4., guile necessarily involves the absence of all false 
shame and suspicion. If the reader feels any inclination to compare 
a specimen of utterly unsophisticated modesty with a conception 
drawn from the refinements of the drawing-room, let him place the 
character of Miranda beside that of Amantkia in the French drama 
ci^^d The Child of Nature.” To the well-bred^ well-dressed 
lad^s and gentlemeu who deem the latter a model of purity, Shak- 
speare^s heroine most dou^'wless appear a sad bold young hussey. 
Miranda's language U ..onsonant to the simplicity of her ideas, ex- 
cept in one instanr , when it seems to hover upon the regions of 
. bombast ; • ^ 

The dky it seems would pour down stinking pitch. 

But that the sea, mounting to the welkin’s clieek, 

“ Dashes the fire out.” 

Ferdinand, also, is a very engaging character. His refined luiin- 
ners, his humane and amiable disposition, and his fili:il piety, strong- 
ly interest us in his favour. The scene in which he is introduced 
bevvaAipg his ** drown’d father” is extremely touching, and his first 
interview v/itkF Miranda^ though a hazardous subject to handle, is 
managed with infinite dexterity; nor will there appear to be any 
thing forced or unnatural in their sadden passion, when the influence 
of Prosperous magic in the bu^nea^ is borne in mind. But, what 
power of language can do justice, to those poetical conceptions, 
jdnel and 6V</i^g?1^^ 4he extremes of grace and deformity ; of gentle- 
ness* and brutality ? Wj^ all of Shakspeare's other performances lost 
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to the world, these two fine issues of his brain’* would suflice to 
immortalize him* CaHban (an anagram of Cannibal, as the acute 
commentators have discovered,) is the grandest specimen of the 
grotesque sublime to be met with in the whole compass of literature. 
W'hat can possibly be more appalling than the manner in wliich'-hc 
imprecates curses upon Prospero, more terrifically grand than his 
description of the torments inflicted upon him by the Spirits, or more 
admirable than his savage exultation when reminded of his attempt 
upon Miranda's chastity? Warburton mentions a tradition that 
Lord J. Falkland, Lord C. J. Vaughan, and Mr. Selden concurred 
in observing that Shakspeare had not only found out a new character 
in his Caliban, but bad also devised and adapted a new manner af 
language for that character:** a remark which Johnson pronounces to 
be founded upon mistaken notions* Yet, surely, he has interpreted 
the meaning of the obseivation too Uterally. They could not intend 
to assert that Shakspeare had invented new word^ for Caliban, but 
merely new ideas, which is undoubtedly true ; for, Caliban's senti- 
ments are not only perfectly unique, but are also expressed in a manr- 
ner which in any other being would be quti!« incongruous and out of 
character. What a singular air of savage f^^ity and cunning, for 
instance, pervades the annexed passage : 

As I told thee, *tis a custom with him 
1* the afternoon to sleep : there thou may*st brain him. 

Having first seiz*d his books ; or with a log 
Batter his skull, or paunch Mm with a stake. 

Or cut his weazand with thy knife. Remember 
First to possess his books ; for, without them 
He*8 but a sot, as 1 am, nor hath not 
One spirit to command: they aH do hate him 
As rootediy as I. Bum but his books* 

He has brave utensils, (for so he calls them,) 

Which, when he has a house, he*U deck withal. 

And the most deeply to consider is 
7*fae of his daughter ; I ne*er saw woman, 

oniy Sycorax^y dam, and she | 
ut she as far surpasses Sycorax. 
kt^st does least(^'*' 
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A«id w'jJit a timdi of natiirc is containt'd in the following linci ; 

The isle is full of noi&es. 

Sounds, and sweet airs, that tfivc delii^ht, and hurt not. 
Sometiniea a thonaan l twaii^linf^ instniincnts 
Will hum about mine ears ; and sometimes voices, 

That, if I then had wak*d after long sleep, 

Will make me sleep again ; and then, in dreaming. 

The clouds, methonght, would open, and shew riches 
Ready to drop upon me ; when I wait 

I cried to dream again*' 

Caliban's repentant submission in the last act has been censured by 
some critics, as violating the consistency of bis character, which is pre- 
viously represented as irrccKiiraahly stubborn ; but it seems to be 
perfectly natural, that, upon discovering how he has been duped by 
his paltry “ god,” and receiving fresh evidence of the irresistible 
force of Prospero's art, he should feel abashed and humbled, and re- 
solve, for a time at least, to renounce his malicious habits. Shak- 
speare, it has been ’^Smarked, has seldom or never drawn a being 
so completely vile as to exclude all possibility of our sympathizing 
with it ; his worst villains have some redeeming trait which connects 
them with humanity; and thus, even Caliban j in tlie midst of his bru- 
tality, seems capable of gratitude, and can scarcely fail to excite a de- 
gree of coinpA. '>ion for his sufFcrings. He is, to say the truth, hut an 
ill-used gciitleiiian. ** The isle was his by Sycorax his mother 
but Prosperoy not content with usurping his birthright, after coaxing 
lYoin him his knowledge of the fresh springs and fertile places, makes 
him in return light his lire, bear his burdeus, and perform all kinds of 
iiiei^l offices, not to mention the torments inflicted upon him by the 
jiripsT^To ^ sure, the delicate monster's” behaviour to Miranda 
was very indefensible, but the punishment seems sadly dispropoi tioncd 
to tlie o Hence. 

In our remarks upon the various characters which come under oyr 
notice in this scries of plays, we abstain, for obvious reasons, from all 
lueritlon of who personate theiTrT“l)ut the recollection of the 

iiiii/iitable manner nPWtlicli that of Caliban was sustained by poor 
liiiiery, induces us for once to deviate from our customary practice, 
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The following remarks upon this pei^formance are from the pen 
of a critic, who, had he always written thus, would have henefited 
both ‘himself and mankind far more than he has done. The 


humour of Caliban must rise from the roughness of his manners, 
and his infinite awe at the divinity of the sailor Who has made him 
drunk ; and this roughness as well as awe, Emery most inimitably dis> 
played, particularly in the vehement manner and high voice with 
which he cursed Prospero^ and the thoughtful lowness of tone, soften- 
ed from its usual hoarse brutality, with which he worshipped his new 
deity. Emery, notwithstanding the coarseness of style necessary to 
the parts he performed, was a truly poetical actor, and in all the va- 
rieties of the poet's flight kept by his side with the quickest obser- 
vation. In this charat’ter he approached to terrific tragedy, when he 
descrihdd the various tortures Inflicted on him by the magician, and 
the surrounding snakes, that ‘ stare and hiss him into madness.' This 
idea, which is truly the * fine frenzy* of the poet, and hovers on that 
verge of fancy, beyond which it is a pain even for poetry to venture, 
was brought before the spectator with all the loathing and violence of 
desperate wretchedness. The monster hugged and shrunk into him- 
self as 1)6 proceeded ; and when he pictured the torment that almost 
turned his brain, glared with his eyes, and' gnashed his teeth with an 
impatient impotence of revenge.” This is high ilraise, but strictly 
just ; and wc experience a melancholy pleasure in transcribing it as a 
tribute to the memory of one whose merits few eulogies could exceed, 
but wbo now, alas ! is deaf alike to the voice of praise and of censure. 

Ariel, that “ emanation of an all-beauteous mind,” is rendered 
doubly captivating by being placed in contrast with Caliban — an angel 
of light opposed to a spirit of darkness. The mind is lost in adn'i- 
ration of the powers which could, with equal readiness, produce this 
delicate tricksy spirit, and the rugged savage we have just been con- 
templating. How amiable is the behaviour of this airy bcir^ ; how 
pathetic are its appeals to Prospero for a release from oondage ; and 
how engaging its solicitude for the welfare of mortals, though possess- 


' freely any feeling in common with them, but the sense of pain 
the love of freedom. The utmost ingenuity of censorious critics 
able to discox'ec&V.3t one blemish lathe execution of this cha- 


viz. that the songs it v^arbles are to ttie dignity of a 

pt, which maybe very true; but they are, nevertheless, exactly 
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adapted to tlic nature and office of Arie,l^ altbough they do not strut in 
Heroics, nor teriTiinate with Alexandrines, which we suppose is what is 
meant by “ dignity.’* The dirge (p. 23,) has a fine rich .solemnity 
about it truly Shaksi)earian; and the final air (“ Where the bee sucks/*) 
})reat]ie.s the very essence of etherial exultation. Dr. AVilson, in his 
“ Court Ayres,” published 1660, asserts that these two pieces were 
first set by Robert Johnson, a composer contemporary with Shak- 
speare. 

The comic characters contribute little to the progrc.ss of the plot, 
!iut they are admirable personations, from Trinculo ♦ down to the Sai- 
luTSy who fall to prayers at the approach of peril. Even the brief 
part of the Boatswain displays the hand of a master. Trinculo and 
Stephana are delightfiil fellows ; their encounter with Caliban, in the 
second act, is as fine ns any thing of the kind that Shakspeare has 
written; and nothing can be imagined more exquisitely humor- 
ous than Trinculo* 8 sudden return of courage, and display of contempt 
for the ** shallow monster,’* upon discovering how groundless were 
his apprehensions of him. Of the remaining personages wc have 
already .said as much as seems to be necessary. Johnson observes of 
Goncalti, that being the only good man who appears with the Kiuff, 
he is the only one that preserves his cheerfulness in the wreck, and 
his hope on the island.'* We lAay also remark, that the confused si- 
lence of Antonia and Sebastian, after Prospero has discovered himself 
to them, is very naturally imagined. Modern writers of comddie 
larmayante, always make their greatest villains fall to weeping and 
talking fluently of tlicir remorse. The regularity of the plan we liavc 
spoken of before. Shakspeare seems to have made great progress in 
vijlint may be styled the mechanical portion of his art, a.«{ he advanced 
in age. Miranda* s very first words are cleverly contrived to give the 
reader an insight into her father’s character ; and Prospero* s cxpla- 
nato^i^nrrative is entirely free from the objection urged by Mr. Sneer 
against surif^couvenient communications. *Tis impossible for any 
detail of the kind to be less awkwardly introduced- 

No play abounds so much with beautiful poetry as this does, aud 
perhaps no passage in the English language has been so frequently 

* Davie.ssay^T^SN^W®*'^^* celebrated for his performance 

of this part, that he was called by the nick-namc of Prince T^ hteulo. 

A 6 



XII 


qiiotod *is th.'it well-knoAvn one, bej^inning “ The vlond-cnpt Inwcrsy 
We abstain, liowever, from giving farther specimens of whal 
is in the hands of every one, and in the recollection of most people; 
but we must remark, that some (»f the finest parts arc either expunged 
altogether from the acting-copy, or greatly curtailed. The delightl'ul 
Masque, for instance, which is excelled in beaut}' by few similar pro- 
ductions. It was Seward, wo bclie\'c, who discovered that Shakspeare 
evinced liis contempt for this species of composition, by leaving 
behind him no specimen of it : Mr. Seward must have been extremely 
Ignorant, or strangely forgetful. 

Mrs. Griffiths laments that the ‘^Tempest** has no striking moral, 
hut says, that, from the incidents, the following reflections may na- 
turally he deduced : That the justice and gtiodness of providence 

arc so frequently manifested towards mankind, even in this life, that 
ihc circumstance should encomage an honest mind to form hopes in 
the most forlorn situations ; and ought also to warn the wicked never 
t«i rest assured in the false confidence of wealth and power. TIic story 
also affords a lesson to princes not to render themselves ciphers by 
placing a dangerous confidence in favourites.** 

** The Tempest,*’ from the accidental circumstance of having been 
placed at the commcncemciit of the first folio volume of Shakspeare's 
plays, has generally occupied the same station in subsequent editions, 

* There is a remarkable coincideucc between this celebrated lesson 
to pride, and some lines which occur in Lord Stcrline’s “ Tragedy of 
Darius.’* Shakspeare appears to have been the imitator, for Lonl 
Stcrliiic’s play was written so early as 1602, eight or ten years pre- 
vious to the production of the “ Tempest.** ’nie passage in question 
runs thus : — 

“ Let greatness of her glassy sceptres vaunt, , - 

Not sceptres, — no ; but reeds, soon bruis’d, soon broken j 
And let ibis worldly pomp our wits enchant, 

All fades, and scarcely leaves behind a token. 

Those golden p'llaccs, those gorgeous halls, 

. With furniture%iB-^e. fiuoiisly fair ; 

Those stately courts, those sky-encc^SJBgJl.,rig walls. 

Evanish all like vapours in the air.** 



though it was unquestionably one of his latest performances. Malone 
and Chalmers fix upon \G12 or 1613 as the date of its production, and 
they are perhaps correct in their conclusion, though somewhat fanci- 
ful in their premises. Stowe recording that a terrible storm of wind 
occurred about that period, the commentators at once decide that 
Shakspearc availed himself of the circumstance to choose a title, 
which, from apparently alluding to the common subject of conver- 
sation, seemed likely to render his play attractive. The probabilities 
seem to be in favour of 1612, as Vertue's MSS. record that it was 
“ acted at court the beghuihig of 1613.” Dryden tells us that it was 
a favourite at the Blackfriars* Theatre ; but after the Restoration it 
appears to have been neglected for a time, as we do not find its name in 
‘the list of pieces performed either by the King's or Duke's company: 
Jn the year 1667, however, an alteration of it by Dryden anti Daven- 
aut was produced by the latter company, in n very splendid styles 
which has been the ground-work of all subsequent adaptations of it to 
the stage. Dryden's account of the motives which led him to under- 
take this performance deserves to be quoted, were it only for the 
honourable mention it makes of his unjustly-neglected colleague : — 

** 1 do not,*' says he, ** set a value on any thing I have written in 
this play, but out of gratitude to the memory of Sir William Daren- 
•ant, who did me the honour fb join with me in the alteration of it. 
It was originally Shakspcare*8, a poet for whoiil he had particularly 
a high veneration, and whom be first taught me to ailmire. The play 
itself had foroAcrIy been acted with success in the Blackfriars* ; and 
our excellent Fletcher had so great a value for it, that he thought fit 
to make use of the same design, not much varied, a second time. 
Tlg)sc who have seen his * Sea Voyage,* may easily discern that it 
was a copy of Shakspeare's ‘ Tempest :* the storm, the desert island, 
and the woman who bad never seen a man, are all sufficient testi- 
iiioni<%^f it. But Fletcher was not the only poet who made use of 
ShakspeMbSp^ot. Sir John Suckling, a professed admirer of our 
author, has followed his footsteps in his * Goblins;' his Reg^inetta 
being an open imitation of Miranda^ and his Spirits^ though coun- 
terfeit, yet are copied from Ariel. But Sir William Davenant, as he 
was a mail of a quick and piercing unasmation, soon found that 
somewhat ni igltd the design of Shakspearc, of which, nei- 

ther I'^et: her nor Suckling had ever thought ; and, therefore, to put 
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the last hand to it, he desigfned the counterpart to Sliakspcarc's plot, 
viz. that of a man who had never seen a woman, that by these means 
those two characters of innocence and love might the more illustrate 
and commend each other. This excellent contrivance he was pleased 
to comnninicate to me, and to desire my assistance in it. f confess, 
that, from the very first moment, it so pleased mo, that I never writ 
any thing vrith more delight. 1 must likewise do him that justice 
to acknowledge, that my writing received daily his amendments j and 
that i.s the reason why it is not so fault}' as the rest, which 1 have 
«lone without titc lielp or correction of so judicious a friend. Tlie 
comic parts of the Saiio/ s were also of his invention, and, for the 
most part, his writing, as you will easily discover by his style. It 
had, perhaps, been easv enough for me to have arrogated more to 
myself than was my due in the writingof thi#;pthy« and to have 
passe^l by his name with silence, in the pubficati<^' of it, with the 
ingratitude with which others have used hlini, he 
hath not only corrected, as he hath doue this^ but had h 
apectibii over themy and sometimes l^ded whole sceuea together,' 
which iii^y as easily be distinguished ftbm the rest, as true gold from 
cdUntorihlthy the wdght. BiUt besides the uaWd^thlnesar of the ac- 
tion, which deterred me ftom it, (th^i^ being nothing ^o W»e as to 
rob the dead of his reputatioU^) I aui satisfied I coulU never^have rc=» 
ccived so much honour in beii^ thought the author of any poefii, how 
excellent soever, as 1 shall from the joining my imperfections with 
the merit and names of Shakspeare and Sir William Davenant." 

Drydeu^s warmest admirers must allow, what he himself appears to 
have been aware of, that, in the attempt t^iifnprove upon Shakspeare, 
he failed egregiously. He has not only^stroyed the noble simplicity 
of the original plan, and outraged alt probability, by introducing a 
sister of Miranda, who has never seen a man, with a your^g'man who 
has never seen k woman ; but he has made them utter conb(**bptible 
ribaldr}', and indulge in the most puerile conceits, y^aiibnn, alsu, 
h?is a sister, who first becomes ensunoured of Trinculo, then transfers 
her affeedons ^ Siephano, and finally falls to fighting with her bro- 
^ Sdilors are rendered much more important personages, 


Wpf uninteUis*)j?e,^ sea slang is allotted them, which was 
feaned by Davenant in nis trips. The part of 


«y^lRPHiris expunged, and the under-plot of the conspiracy omitted, 
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in lieu of which there occurs a contention between Trincula and 
Stephana for the possession of the island* In short, Shak8peare*s 
sublime drama is transformed into a mass of vulgar buffoonery ; yet, 
while we fully coincide in every expression of contempt which has 
beer/ heaped upon this tasteless performance, let us be allowed to offer 
a few words of apology for the deed. Drydcn knew full well the 
composition of a play-house audience ; he knew that the lofty con- 
ceptions and exquisite poetry of Shak^peare’s piece were far too re- 
fined for the gross capacities of the major part of them ; and that it 
would never become attractive till it was rendered more congenial to 
their vulgar tastes. U*he Ulbst inveterate enemies of his alteration 
must admit the truth of what has previously been hinted, that the 

Tempest,** in its original form, is not calculated to excite much 
interest in a theater Jdor C4io they deny that his additions, by in- 
cr/casing the Intricacy of the plot, and rendering the agency of human 
beings more have greatly lessened tho^ objection. The 

fact is, that j^eopla are accustomed to declaim bitterly against the 

• taste of audtenoes, witliout recollecting that they amoot composed of 
poets and philotsc^iem hat of an. ia^nlte variety of Masses, 
many of of litUh or no education, deistitutc of reliii^ent, 
having, of come, no reUah far poetry, nor unders, tailing any thing 
removed, alt all Iteyond the aplfcre of actual existence. What arc 
Prosper^i\ »'faiA Caliban, and jiriel to tliem? Incomprehensible 
beings, which make them stare for the first five minutes, and yawn 
for the rest of the evening, unless enlivened by sometliing more ma- 
terial, and more akin to their coarse perceptions. They who marvel 

• at the damning of Fletcher’s “ Faithful Shepherdess,” and the 
ba^shment fiom the stage of Milton's ** Comus,** would do well to 
think of this, and to recollect that satyrs and river-gods, Daphnis 
and Alexis, may be veiy delightful in masques and pastorals, but 
have iK^charms for the gentlemen in the galleries, though they come 
recomiucntMnb'y all the . fascinations wdth which genius and learning 
can invest them. 

We offer this to extenuate, not to justify Drydeu’s share in the foul 
transaction of re-modelling the “ Tempest,” of which his bettor 
judgment doi^ffless disapproved, but jwlnc^ perhaps bis necessities 
compelled him to" ‘i^iterta^. W^he performance itself we think as 
conte/iiptibly as any one ; yet, whUe ,we reverence the memory of 
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Sliakspoare, we also regard that of Drydcn, and arc unwilling to 
hear him condemned, without urging whatever wo can in his defence. 
That lie did not venture upon altering the piece, through inability to 
appreciate worthily the merits of its original author, is shewn by his 
prologue, which his last editor. Sir Walter Scott, justly styles* one 
of the most masterly tributes ever offered at the shrine of Shakapeare. 
'J'he greater part of it ma^ be given without offence, but at the con- 
i lusion he degenerites as usual into ribaldry : — 

As when a tree’s cut down, the secret root 
Lives under ground, and thence new branches shoot. 

So from old Shakspearc’s honour’d dust this day 
Springs up and buds a new-reviving play. 

Shakspearc, w ho (taught by none) did'first impart 
To Fletcher wit, to labouring Jonson art. 

He, inonarch-likc, gave those, his subjects, law, 

And is that Nature which they paint and draw. 

Fletcher reach’d !hat whicli on his heights did grow, 

Whilst Jonson crept ajid gathered all below : 

This did his love, and this hjs mirth digest. 

One imitates him most, the other best. 

If they have since on^writ alf^otber men, ‘ 

Tis with the drops which fell from Shakspeare's pen. 

The storm whicli vanish’d on the neighbouring shore^ ’ 

Was taught by Shakspeare’s Temj^st first to roar ; 

That innocence and beauty which did smile 
In Fletcher, grew on this Enchanted Jste,* 

But Shakspeare's Magic could not copied be.; 

Within that circle none durst walk but he. 

1 must confess ’twas bold ; nor would you now 
That liberty to vulgar wits allow. 

Which works by magic supernatural things, ' 

But Shakspeare’s power is sacred as a king’s ; 

’iFhose legends from old priesthood were receiv’fl, 

And be then writ as people then believ’d.” 


^ He alludes to Fletcher’s “ Sea-Voyage.” 
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Upon Drydcn*B alteration, all subsequent adaptations of the play 
have been partly founded ; but even with the assistance of his mere-* 
tricious additions, it has never been remarkably popular. We confess 
that this excites neither our wonder nor our regret, for the very idea 
of aefing such beautiful abstractions, such impalpable shadowy ron^ 
ceplions as “ The Tempest*’ and “ The Midsummer Night’s Dream,” 
seems to us to be perfectly absurd. How satisfactorily are our idea* 
of Prosperoy Caliban, and yiriet embodied by a solemn stalking gen- 
tleman in a long gown and grey beard, a -baity' man*o*-the woods, 
and a robust young lady with a pair of painted gauze wings stuck to 
her shoulders ; and how much the beauty as well as propriety ot 
Ariel's parting strain is increased, by its being transformed into a . 
glee, performed by half a dozen fat chorus*singers, let down from 
the ceiling in a clumsy creaking piece of machinery. The whole 
affair is a futile attempt to embody beings who can have no existence 
but m the imagiuatidn— 

, “ AVlierc are the forms the poet’s soul hath seiz’d? 

In him alone. Can nature shew so fair ?” 

Drydeu’s drama was produced with great splendour of dresses and 
decorations, as the stage dirccti*bns sufficient shew. That prefixed 
to the opening scene is an elaboi'ate piece of description, from which 
the ciiiious frontispiece to the “ Tempest,” in Rowe’s edition of 
Shakspeare, was obviously designed. The success of the play 
stimulated a writer named Duffet to produce a burlesque of it at 
the rival theatre, under tlie title of “ The Mock Tempest but being 
njncre mass of dull ribaldry, it was soon laid aside. Dryden, how- 
ever, has conferred immortality upon its name in these four lines • 

The dullest scribblers some admirers found, 

AmiWi® Mark Tempest was awhile renown’d j 
Rut this low stuff the town at last despis’d, 

And scorn’d the folly that they once had priz'd,” 

The other ^incipal revivals ofthg^^yElAHipcst'*’ 
lo^r — In 17r>r»,*iSl£Sftg^J^»fi^^1ieatre, as an opera, the songs in 
which’ were attributed to Garrick.— In |7S8, at the same house, as 
originally written, — In 1777, at the same house, with songs. 
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said to be written by * Sheridan. — fn 1789, at the same house, 
compiled from Shakspeare and Dryden, by Kemble, who, in 1806, 
brought it forward at Covent Garden. This last alteration is at pre- 
sent the standard acting-copy, and has been follow..*d in the edition 
here presented to the reader, who will find that some of Dryden*s 
interpolations have been rejected, and others retained. 

Upon the occasion of the last- mentioned revival, a very animated 
discussion was for some time maintained in the public papers respect- 
ing the true pronunciation of the noun this line (p, 11). 

** Fill all thy bones with aches — make thee roar.** 

Kemble made the word in italics a dissyllable, as demanded by the 
measure, and as was invariably the custom in Shakspeare*s time. 
This, however, d^c^ upon him the derision of that large majority of 
his auditors, the ignorant and the malicious ; and though all who un- 
derstood any thing of the matter, knew that be was critically right, 
many sensible men questioned his judgment and prudence in thus con- 
tending with that obstinate beast tUe multitude. We will not tire our 
readers with numerous authorities in support of Kemble*s pronun- 
ciation, for, when one*s proofs are aptly chosen, dec. — the quotation is 
somewhat musty, but we fancy that the passages subjoined will be 
found as decisive of the question as t;vo thousand ^ — ^ 

“ Oil the letter H. 

In thine head, or teeth, or toe, or knee. 

In what place soever H may pike him. 

Wherever thou slialt find ache^ thou shalt not like him**’ 

J.^Heywcod's Epigrams 1566. 

“ Or ling*ringly his lungs consumes, 

Or meets with aches in the bone.** 

Knight of the Burning Pe&tky ^4ct II. 

y 

la fact, the plural of the noun ache was commonly a dissyl- 

lable so low as the time of Swift. When Cooke once played Pros- 
peroy u^n the occasion of Kemble’s illness, much curiosity was ex- 
cited to hear how be would pronounce the contested word, but be 
cheated both parties, bj ^roi tting the line altogether. Mr. Young, we 
.jfives a^hks as a monosyUa^:^, .»,^d^cop'^ '.eies-cne measure by 
wnd after it. 


P. P. 



Costume 


PROSPEllO. 

Crimson satin vost, slatc-colourcd mantle, trimmed with broad black 
vcl/ct, llesb stockings and black sandals. 

ALONZO. 

Crimson velvet vest, robe, and trunk ; breeches, embroidered with 
gold, white silk hose^ white shoes, crimson velvet hat, and white 
plume of fcathers« 


ANTONIO. 

Blue velvet do. do. lined with white satin. 

GONZ\LO. 

Green cloth dress, embroidered with gold. 

FERDINAND. 

Light blue cloth dress, same a.s above, richly embroidered with sil- 
ver, white silk hose and russet shoes. 

STEPIIANO. 

Jacket, breeches, and cloak of yellow, scarlet, and light blue cloth, 
one blue, one red stocking, and russet shoes. 

TRINCULO. 

. Brown rough jftcket, GuernseJ shirt, petticoat trowsers, and pair of 
red hose. 

CALIBAN. 

Flesh-coloured dress, over which a goat skin jacket, short breeches 
and mantle, shoes to correspond, and Tong shaggy black wig. 

ARIEL, 

Flesh-coloured dress, white muslin tunic richly spangled, blue mantle 
jl^ly spangled, wings on the back, and star in front of the head. 

SPIRITS OF THE ISLAND. 

Iinmnnary figures in masks, &c. &c, 

. SPIRITS IN THE GLEE. 

Flesh’ dresses, with spangled tunics over them. 

MIRANDA. 

Muslin dress, trimmed with leaves and coral, small drapery, trim- 
med the same. 



Ibid. 
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, . Mr. Chapman. 
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> . Mr. Jefferies. 

fri-nruln .. . 


Mr. Blanrhard. 

Slifieihnntt Mr. W. Farrpn. 

Caliban 


. Mr. Emery. 



• Miss Hallande. 



• Miss Stephens* 

Ariel 


TMiss Foote. 

• 1 Miss M. Tree. 


%imt of lt(tii:eomtation. 

The time this piece takes in representation is three hours.— The 
half price commences at nine o’clock. 

Stage Directions, 

By R.H is meant • Right Hand. 

Left Hand. / 

s.E .... r. Second En^ai^ 

fJ Upper Entrance. 

M.D .•»••• Middle Door. 

d*F 4« ••Door in Flat. 

R.HfDfi «•••• ••••••••••«••• Right Hand Door. 

''A>oor. 



THE TEMPEST. 


ACT I. 

SCENE I —The Cell of Pro^pero*— Caliban* s Cave 

R.H« 


Enter Prospero, r.h. meeting Miranda l.h. 


Pro. Miranda^ where’s your sister ? 

Mir. Sir, I saw her 

Climbing towards yon high point, whence I am come 
From gazing on the ocean, — A brave creature, 

Who has, no doubt, some other creatures in her, 
Toss’d on the waste of waters,— 

Pro. Be collected ; 

J shall do nothing but in care of thee, 

Of thee, my daughter, and thy pretty sister. 

OTg u are both ignorant of what you are, 

Nought knowing 

Of whence 1 am; nor that I am more better(l) 


^ (1) This il^^diumatical expressioa is very frequent among our 

eldest writus So, in The offfelytu Amght of the Sv an ^ 

bl 1. no d ite, imprinted by Wm, Copland^. “ And also the mot e 
sooner to come» without prolixity, to the true Chronicle^,’' Ai 
Again, in the True Tragedies of Mafius and Setlla, 1594 


To wait a message of 


Again, ibid 


worth 


That hale more greater than Cassandra now.** 


B 
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Than Prospero, master of a iull poor cell, (1) 

And your no greater &ther. 

Mir. More to know 
Did never meddle (3) with my thoughts. 

Pro. ’Tistime 

I should inform thee forther. Lend thy hand, 

And pluck my magic garment from me. — So $ 

[Hangs up his mantle l.h. in^flatf and xiant 
B.H. {gainst fiat.') 

Lie there, my art.--- 

The foled wreck of that same gallant ship, 

1 shall with such provision in ntine art 
So safely order, 

That not so much perdition as n hair. 

Shall ’tide to an) creature in the vessel. 

Sit down ; 

For thou must now know further. 

Mir. You ha^e often 
Begun to tell me what 1 am ; bnt stopp'd, 

And left me to a bootless inquisition; 

Conclu diM ,-- “ Stay, mtyrd," 

|tf JPro. T& hour’s now come; 

The very minute bids thee ope thine ear ; 

Obey, and be attentive. — 

[They sft dozoit/ Mir. l.h. Pro. r.h.; 
Canst thou remembor 
A time before we came unto this cell ? 

1 do not think thou canst ; for then thou wast not 
Out three years old. (3) 

Mir. Certainly, sir, I can. 

Pro. By what ?— by any other house, or person ' 
Of any thing the image tell nie, that 
Hath^pt with tl^ lemembrance. 

Af/r. *Ti8 for off; 

And rather like a dream, than an mvmiCS’' 

(1) L «■ A twn in Jt MM dtgnie ef poT«rty.^-So, in W 

HfMgtrvt “ I su/mMrrjf." 

fya*rfir*t io hug Otelf, m iUU used in the North, 

lb Jhn’i MdHt miKmi'i me alonu Aw'J molest me. 

'1} i.e. flBlto old, ftOl out, complete 
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That my remembrance warrants : — ^bad 1 not 
Four or five women once, that tended me! 

J*ro. Thou hadst, and more, Miranda: 

Fifteen years since, my child, but fifteen years. 

Thy father was Duke of Milan, and 
A prince of power, 
t hfir. O, the heavens ! 

What foul play had we, that we came%'om thence ? 
Or blessed was’t we did ! 

I*ro, Both, both, my girl : 

By foul play, as thou sayst, were we heav’d thence ; 
But blessedly holp hither. 

Jffir. O, my heart bleeds, V 
tfo think 6’the t^go (1) that I have turn’d you to. 
Which is firom my remembrance I Please you, further. 

Pro. My brother, and thy uncle, call’d Antonio, — 
1 pray thee mark me, — ^that a brother should 
Be so perfidious !— to him 1 put 
The manage of my government, 

’And to my state grew stranger, being transported. 
And rapt m secret studies. Thy folse uncle — 

Dost thou attend me ! 

ilfiV. Sir, most heedfuUy. 

- Pro. Being once perfected how to grant suits. 
How to deny them, &ving both the key 01) 

Of officer and office, set au hearts 

To what tone pleased his ear ; that now he was 

^e ivy which had hid my princely trunk, 

*■ .d suck’d my verdure out on’t.«— Thou attend’st not. 
Mir. O) good sir, 1 do. 

^ro. Being thus lorded, 

NoHihly with what my revenue yielded. 

But ^hat my power might else exact, 

He needsivill oe 

Absolute Milan me, poor man )--my library 

Was dukedom large enough j of temporal royalties 
He thinks me now incapable : confederates, 


(1) Sorrow^i^nief,, troable. ^ 

(2) This is meant of a kev JilMfmhg the 
virginal; we call it now a tuning brnmatwr* 


f 
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So dry (1) he was for sway, with the king of Naples, 
To give him annual tribute, do him homage, 

Ana bend 

The dukedom, yet unbow’d,— alas, poor Milan ! — 
To most ignoble stooping : whereupon, 

A treacherous army levied, one mid-night 
Fated to the Pijptpose, did Antonio open 
The gates of Milan ; and, i’the dead of darkness, 
Push’d me forth. 

Mir. Wherefore did they not 
That hour destroy us ? 

Pro* Girl, they durst not. 

So dear the love my people bore me, set 
A mark so bloody on the business ; but 
With colours tiiirer painted their foul ends. 

In few, they hurried us aboard a bark ; 

Bore us some leagues to sea ; where they prepar’d 
A rotten carcass of a boat, not rigg’d, 

Nor tackle, sail, nor mast ; the very rats 
Instinctively bad quit it: there they hoist us, 

To cry to the sea that roar’d to us ; to sigh 
To the winds, whose pity, sighing back again, 

Did us but loving wrong. , 

Mir. Alack, what trouble 
Were we then to you ! 

Pro. O, two cherubim 

Ye were, that did preserve me ! — ^ye did smile. 
Infused with a fortitude from heaven ; 

Which rais’d in me 

An undergoing stomach, (2) to bear up 
Against what should ensue ^ 

Mir. How came we ashore i ^ 

pro. By providence divine. — 

Some food we had, and some fresh water, that 
A noble Neapolitan, Gonssalo, 

Out of his ebrity, he being then appointed 
Master of this design, did give us ; with 


(J) Thirsty. 

Stomach ifl ctubbom reaohtmttH^^Oy Horsce* 
I ctomachum'' 


-gravein 
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Rich garments, linens, stuffs, and necessaries. 

Which since have steaded much : so, of his gentleness, 
Knowing I lov’d my books, he furnish’d me. 

From my ow n library, with volumes that 
I urize above my kingdom. 

I/Zr. ’Wouidf I might 
But ever see that ;nan ! 

Pro. Mark me, and hoar the last of our sea-sorrow. 
Here in this island we arrived ; and here 
Have I, your school-master, made you more profit 
Than other princes can, that have more lime 
For vainer hours, and tutors not so careful. 

(Pises and embraces her ) 
Mir. Heavens thank you for’t ! And now, I pray 
you, sir, 

For still ’tis beating in my mindj^^ur reason 
For raising this sea-storm ? — (Puts the chairs back,) 
Pro. Know thus fer forth: — 

By accident most strange, bountiful fortune, 

Now, my dear lady, (i) hath ray eiiemiei) 

Brought on these seas ; and by my prescience 
I find my zenith doth deiiend upon 
•A most auspicious star ; whose influence 
If now I court not, bdt omit, my fortunes 
Will ever after droop. — 

(Takes up his wand, and charms Miranda to steep.) 
Here cease more questions. 

Thou art inclin’d to sleep ; ’tis a good dullness, 

An d give it way ; — I know thou canst not choose. — 
(Miranda sleeps on b.h. in a chair. — Prosper o 
W puis on his mantle.) 

(’onfe away, servant, come ; 1 am ready now : 
Approaoti, my Ariel; come. 

Enter AuiEii, down platform l^h.s.e. 

Art. All hail^ great master t gtAve sir, bail ! I come. 
To answtff thy best pl^ L|u x^af4)tft to fly, 

(1) ik e* yow mtsfresA. 
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To swim, to dive into the sea, to ride 

On the curl’d clouds ; to thy strong bidding, task 

Ariel, and all his qualify. (1) 

Pro. Hast thou, spirit, 

Prww’d ro point (2) the tempest that 1 bade thee ’ 
Ari. To every article. 

Pro. What Is the time o’the dayjl 
Ari. Past the mid season. 

Pro. At least two glasses the time ’twixt six and 
now, 

Must by us both be spent most preciously. 

Ari. Is there more toil ? Since thou dost give me 
pains, 

hiet me remember thee what thou hast promis’d. 
Which is not yet perform’d me. 

Pro. How now, — ^moody ? 

What is’t thou canst demand ? 

Ari, My liberty. 

Pro. Before the time be outl-HDo more. 

Ari. 1 pray thee: 

Remettiber, i have done thee wor^y service : 

Told thee no lies, made no mistakings, serv’d 
Without or gnid^ or grumblings: umu didst promise 
To bate me n foU year. 

Pro. Dost thou 

From SI hat a torment 1 did free thee ? 

Ari. No. 

Pro. Thou dost; and think’st it much, to tread the 
ooze 

Of the salt dero; 

To run upon the sharp wind of the north ; 

To do me business in the veins o’the earth. 

When it is bak’d With fibst. 

A(Ai. Ido not, sir. 

^ Pro. Thou K«t, niallgttant thing ! Hagt thou for« 

r ■ 


U) i. e. Ail )ii» <;piif(Sderatps7<3I^I^^^ of t}i«; isue pTofeiau)n 
It) 1 e ToDiejiibttteatiurticle; a literal 
point. 



THB TBMPBST. 7 

The foul witeh Sycorax, (1) who, with age andeUvy, 
Was fi^own ioto a hoop ? hast thou foigot her I 
An, No, sir. 

Pro, Thou hast. Where was she born ? Speak ; 
tell me. 

Art, Sir, in Argier. 

Pro. O, was she so ? I must. 

Once in a month, recount what thou bast been, 
Which thou forget’st* lliis damn’d witch Sycorax, 
For miscbiefi manifold, and sorceries terrible 
To enter human hearing, from Argier, (3) 

Thou fcnow’st, was banish’d : for one thing she did. 
They would iMt take her life st-Is not this true ? 

Arf, Ay, sir. » . 

Pro, This blue-ey’< Lhag was nithcr brought with 
child, 

And here was left by the sailors : thou, my slave. 

As thou report’st thyself, wa^ then her servant : 

And, for thou wast a roirit too delicate 
To act her earthly ana abhorr’d commmids, 

Reftising her grand bests, she did confine thee, 

By help of her more potent ministers, 

And in har most unmKigable rage, 

Into a cloven pine ; within which rift 
Imprison’d, thou didst painfully remain 
A TOgen years ; within which space she died. 

And left thee there; where thou didst vent thy 
groans 

As fost as mill'Wheels strike : then was this islaild, 
’(Save for the son that she did litter here, 

■A freckled whelp, hag-bom) not honour’d with 
A human shape. 

Art, Yes; CalUNm^ her son. 

(1) TliiBMea]iiig1ithsrebeear8U|>htfixmi!>ionyse Settle's ArM/i* 
of the Last Vhyage 12mo* bl. 1. 1577. He la 

speaking of a woj&aa IboAd on of tbe islands described, Die 
old wretcb» wbom ^uers of our supposed Co be a Diuell« or a 

ir»<cAe, olucked off her Imskins, ^ S0e if sbe were douen footed* and] 
for berliugly bewe and defbmi*' let ber goc.” 

* (2; Argils H the ao.WA.^ EngUdi naine for Algiers* 

» 4 



8 ' TUB TEMPEST. 

Pro, Dull thing, I say so; he, that Caliban, 
Whom now I keep in service. Thou best know’st 
What torment I did find thee in ; thy groans 
Did make wolves howl, and penetrate the breasts 
Of ever-angry bears ; it was a torment 
To lay upon the damn’d, which Sycorax * 

Could not a^in undo : it was mine art, 

When I arriv’d, and heard thee, that made gape 
The pine, and let thee out. 

AtU 1 thank thee, master. 

JPro. If thou more murmur’st, I will rend an oak. 
And peg thee in his knotty entrails, till 
Thou’st howl’d away twelve winters. 

Aru Pardon, master : 

I will be correspondent to command. 

And do my spiriting gently. 

Pro. Do so ; and atler two dajs 
I will discharge thee. 

Aru That’s iny noble master I 
What shall 1 do ? say, what ? what shall I do ? 

Pro. Go, with the spirits under thy command, 

Let loose the tempest, as I bade thee ; then, 

Disperse the stranded crew abput the isle,^ 

And bring the king’s son, Ferdinand, to my cell. — 
Be subject to no sight but mine ; invisible 
To every eyc<*-ba11 else. 

(Crosses, and Ats dozm, l.u.) 

Ari* Master, 1 shall. 

SONG.~ABiBn. 

O, bid thy faithful Ariel fly 
To the furthest fndia^e^lcy; 

Or, to do thy great command. 

Traverse o'er snore distant land,* 

Til cUmb the mountains, plunge the deep , — 

T tike mortals, nev^r sleep , — 

Til do thy task , what ever it be, 

Not with ill ^Espit, li.u. 
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jPro* Awake ; dear heart, awake ! thou hast slept 
well: 

Awake I 

Mir. The strangeness of your story put 
Heaviness in me. 

JPro. Shake it off ; come on ; {Miranda vises.) 
Wc’ll visit Caliban, my slave, who never 
Yields us kind answer. 

Mir. ’Tis a villain, sir, 

1 do not love to look on. 

Pro. But, as ’tis, 

We cannot miss him : (l)he does make our fire, 

Fetch in our wood ; and serves in offices 
That profit us. — What ho ! — (^Crosses to n.H.) — Wave ! 
Caliban !— 

Thou earth, thou ! speak. 

Cal. {Without y b.h.) There’s wood enough 
within. 

Pro. Come forth, I say ; there’s other business for 
thee; 

Come forth, thou tortoise ! when ? — 

Thou poisonous slave, got by the devil himself 
Upon thy wicked dam, <n>me forth !~ 

Enter Caliban, from his deny k.h. 

[Exit Miranduy l.u. 
Calm As wicked (S) dew, as e’er my mother brush’d 
With raven’s feather from unwholesome fen, 
on you both t ^ south-west blow On you, 

And blister you all o’er ! 

Pfo. For this, be sure, to<*hight thou shall have 
cramps, 

Side-stitches that shall pen thy breath up ; urchin8(3) 
Shall, for that vast ( 4 ) of night that they may work, 

(1) That Is, we cannot do without him. 

(2) WkekeAf having haneM qaalh^f*f So Spenser says, mcked 

touds so, in opposiUon, we 7 ^rbs or medicines have vtriuef, 

(3) .hedgehogs. 

(4) The vast of night means the night which is naturally empty and 

B 
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All exercise on thee ; thou shalt be pinch’d ^ 

As thick as honey-combs, each pinch more stinging 
Than bees that made them. 

Ced. I most cat my dinner. 

This island’s mine, by Sycorax my mother, 

Which thou tak’st from me. When thou cameb.. 
first. 

Thou strok’dst me, and mad’stmuch of me ; would’st 
give me 

Water with berries in’t ; and teach me how 
To name the bigger light, and how the less, 

That bum by day and night ; and then 1 lov’d thee. 
And show’d thee all the <;|ualiiies o’the isle, 

Thefiresh springs, brinc-pits, barren place, and fertile ; 
(Cursed be I that did so ! — ^All the charms 
Of Sycorax, toads, beetles, bats, light on you ! 

* For 1 am idl the subjects that you have, 

Which first was mine own king, and here yon stye me 
In this hard rock, whiles you do keep firom me 
The rest of the island.— Ah~^h ! 

Pro* Most abhorred slave, 

Which any print of goodness wilt not take, 

Being capable of aUm, I ha^c us’d thee,' 

Filth as tnou art, with human care 1 pity’d thee. 
Took pains to make thee speak, taught thee ea<di hour 
One tfilng or other : wjb^n thou di&t not, savage. 
Know thy own meanintj^ bat wonld’st gabble like 



Could not abide to hu wldi jj^therefore west thou 
BesoTvecUy couSnM Utlo this rock, 

'V^bojhadst deaerv’4 mose than a psison. 
<7(^;1ri^1b;i0|^.)ielang^ tptd my profit on’t 

L without 4 or, whM all things lying in dleepioidsilencL. 
f{ the wQtl4 one great uniMbltOd 

m this plnO0» teems to aignify Ofeiginel idlsposltiooi inboin 
in this sense l^e still race o/wtne^ 
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Is, 1 know how to curse : the red plague rid you. 
For learning me your language ! 

Pro* Hag-seed, hence ! 

Fetch us in fuel ; and be quick, thou wert best, 

To answer other business. — Shrug*st thou, malice ? 
If thou iieglect’st, or dost unwillingly 
What I command, I’ll rack thee with old cramps; 
Fill all thy bones with aches ; make thee roar, 

That beasts shall tremble at thy din. 

CaU No, ’pray thee !~ 

I must obey : his art is of such power, 

It would control my dam’s god Setebos, (1 ) 

And make a vassal of him. 

Pro* So, slave; hence! 

\^Exeunt; Cal* r.h. Pro. l.h.u.e. 


SCENE II.— ./i Front Rock-scene* 

Enter Mirakba, r.h. meeting Dorinda, l.h. 


Dor. O, sister, sister, — what have I beheld ! 

. Mir* What is it moves you so ? 

Dor* From yonder rock, 

As 1 mine eyes cast down upon the sea, 

The whistling winds blew rudely in my lace, 

And the waves roar’d at first, 1 thought the war 
Had been between themselves ; but Stl^ight i <*py’d 
A strange huge creature,— 

^ ^iV. O, you mean the ship. 

^ JVor. Is’t not a creature, then ? it seem’d alive. 
Sirr. Well— but what <^it? i 

Dor* This floating ram did bear bis horns aloft t 
All ty’d with ribands m'f&ing hi the wind ; 

Sommmes he nodded down his head awhile, 

And then the waves <Ud heaye him to themoon. 

-Mir. But, sister, I have stranger news to tell you 


(l) We learn ihom Magell«Mi’b yoynge, that Seiehot was the supreme 
god l»f the Patsloits, aad Cbeleule was an inferior one. 

B 6 
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In thL$ great creature there are other creatures, 

And shortly we may chance to sec that thing 
Which you have heard my Cither call — a man. 

Xior. But what is that ? for yet he never told me. 
J1X«V. 1 know no more than you : but I have heard 
Sty fetlicr say, we women were made tbr him. 

Dor Made for him ? What, that he should eat 
us, sister ? 

JI/iV. No, sure ; yon see, my father is a man, 

And yet he does us good. 

Dor. Mctlunk^, it would 
Be finer, sister, if we had tw o young fathers. 

Mir, No, sister, no ; because, if they were young. 
My father said, that we must call them — brothers. 
Dor. How comes it, then, that we two are not 
brothers ? 

And how came he to be our lather too ? 

Mir. I believe, he found us, when we Iwth were 
little, 

And grew within the ground. 

Dor. Why didnU he find more of us ? ’Pray, dear 
sister, 

Let you and me look up and down one day, 

To nnd some little ones for us to play with. 

Mir. Agreed. — But now we must go in ; this is 
The hour wherein my father’s charm will work, 
Which seizes ail that are in open air. 

The effect of this great art I long to see, 

Which will perform as much as magic can. 

Dor. And 1^ methinks, more long to see a man. 

[^Exeunt^ b <. h . " 


END OF ACT I. 
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SCENE I. — The Sea. — A Ship in a Tempest . — 
Ariel firing the ship. 

Enter four Spirits of the ’Wisns dancings r.h. 
and SpiiiiTs of the Storm, i-.h. 

CHOilUS. 

Arise^ ye terrors of the stormy 
Appal the guilty eye : 

Tear the zeilawavesy ye mighty winds y 
Ye blasting lightningSy fly ! 

Dart thro* the tempest of the deep. 

And rocks and seas confound ! — 

(Loud thunder.) 

Harky how the Vengeful thunders roll ! 

Amazement flames around. 

Behold — the fate~devoted haik 
DasKd on the trembling shore! 

Mercy ! — the sinking wretches cry, — 

Mprey ! — thvy*re heard no more. 

[The ship seems (o founder. — Ariel and alt the 
other Spirits disappear y some r.h. and others 

li.ii. 


SCENE II. — Ihe Came of Hippolyto. 

Enter Prospbbo, from centre. 

'^ro. The tempest has to the point obeyed my 
spells, 

Andxast my enemies within my power.* 

Now, to forewarn my ward Hippolyto* 

’Tis not yet fit, I let my daughters know 
That 1 have rear’d the rig^hml prince of Mantua, 

As 1 have them, firom chudhood, in this isle. 

His fiither^ dying, bequeath’d hun to my care. 

That 1 should br^ equal to his birth. 
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Oy thoq filse brother ! was it not enough 
To usurp my state, but that thou must betray 
My pupil’s dukedom to the Neapolitan, 

And doom him to the hite design’d for me ? — 

By calculation of his birth, 1 saw 

Death threatening him, if, till some time were pass’d, 

He should behold the liice of any woman ; 

And now the danger’s nigh. — Hippolyto ! — 
Approach, young man ; come forth : — Hippolyto ! — 

JSnler Hippolito, l.h. 

If ip. Sir, I attend your pleasure. 

I*ro. How 1 ha\e lov’d thee from thy infimey, 
Heaven knows, and thou thyself canst bear me 
witness ; 

Therefofe accuse me not for this restraint. 

Ifip. I murnier nut ; but 1 may wonder at it. 
i’ro. O, gentle youth, fiite waits for thee abroad, 

A black star threatens thee, and death, unseen, 

Stands ready to devour thee. 

ATm. Sir, 1 have often heard you say, no creature 
Liv’d in this isle, but those which man w^s lord of : 
Why, then, should 1 fear ? 

Pro, But here are creatures which 1 nam'd not to 
thee ; 

Those dan^rous enemies of men, call’d women. 

Ifip. Women i — I never heard of them before. 
What are women like I 

Pro, Imagine something ’twem young men aipl 
angds, f 

Fatally beauteous, and with killing e^es ; I 

Their voices charm beyond the nightingale’s ; 

They’re all enqhantntent ; those who once behold them 
Are made their slaves for ever 
Therelbte, if you should chance to meet them,‘-«-inark 
me,— 

^Avoid them stra^ht, I charge you. 

' Well, since you say they are so dangerous, 

|'*U so for shun them, as 1 may with safety 
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Of the unblemished honour which you taught me : 
But let them not provoke me ; for, l*m sure, 

I shall not then forbear them. 

Pro. Go in, and read the book 1 gave you last. 
Hip. 1 shall obey you, sir. 

[^Eseunti Pro, b.h. Hip. centre 

SCENE 111.—^ Volley in the Island. 

Enter Pa.osvBB.Of b.h. 

Pro, So, so ; 1 hope this lesson has secur’d him ; 
For I have been constrain’d to change his lodging - 
From the for-distant rock where 1 have bred him. 
And bring him to the neighbourhood of my cell, 
Because the shipwreck happened near his mansion. — 
How, my daughters ! — 

I thought 1 had instructed them enough. 

Enter Miranda and Dobinda, l.h. 

. Children, retire : — why .do you walk this way ? 

JUir. It is within our bounds, sir. 

Pro. But both hike heed; that path is very dan- 
gerous ; 

Rememmr what I told you. 

Dor. Is the man that way, sir? 

Pro. All that you can ima^nc ill, is there : 

The curled lion, and the rugged bear, 

Aro not so dreadfol as that savage man. 

Bib 1 must in ; 

For now my operant spells require my presence. — 
Beypu, Miranda, guardian tb your sister. [EjrtV,B.H. 

Dor, Come, sister, let us whlk the other way, 

The man will catch us else : weVe but two k^s. 

And he, perhcqis, has four. 

JHir.^Well, sister, tho* be have; yet, look about 
you> 

-4ild tve shall spy him, ere he come too near us. 
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jpor. Come back, come back ; that way is towVd 
his den. 

M/r. Let me alone ; IMl venture fiist ; for, sure, 
He cun devour but one of ns at once. 

I will go softly : — if you see him first, 

jBe^siire you call me, to take care of you. [jFJsi/y r.u. 

JJor, Nay, I confess, 1 would fain see nun loo : 

I find a longing in my very natui’e, 

^fiecausc my father has forbidden me. [Exi/. ii.ii. 

SCENE IV.— 77ic Cave of Hj/ppol^to^ 

Enter Ilyppor^VTO, jfrum centre^ reading. 

Hip* Prospero has often said, that nature makes 
Nothing in vain : why, then, are women made ? 
ril asli that question ofhim, when 1 see him next. 

Enter Dokinda and Miranoa, r.h. 

Dor* O, sister, there it is 1 — it walks about^ 

Like one of us ! 

Mir* Ay, just so ; — and hasdegs as we haie too. 
Hip. It str<ingely puzzles me ; yet, ^tis most likely, 
\V omen are somewhat between men and spirits. 

Mir* Hark, hark ! it talks ! Why sure this is not it 
My father meant Uis just like one of us. 

Dor. 1 am not half so much afraid onH as 
I was : — sec, see, it turns this way.— 

Heav’n, what a pretty thing it is! 

JfiV. I’ll go nearer it. 

Dor* O, no ; ’tis dangerous, sister : Fll go to it. 
Mir* 1 would not for the world that you should 
venture ; 

My father charg’d me to srcure you from it. 

Dot* I warrant you, this is a tame man, sister ; 

He will not hurt me; t see it by his looks. 

Pw. {Without^ a.H.) What ho! what ho! Mi- 
randa, child, where are you ? 

Do you not hear my fether call ? go in. ‘ 
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Dot. ’Twas you he call’d, not me.— Make h^te, 
" make haste : — 

You would not let my father wait, 1 hope. 

Pro. ( Without.) Miranda, child, — 

Mir. Come, sister, come with me. [Exit, r,h. 
Dor. Though I die for’t, I must have tether peep« 
nip. (Turns and sees her.) What thing is that ? 
Srirc, ’tis some favourite infant of the sun ! 

My sight is dazzled — I’ll go nearer to it.— 

May it not be that beauteous murderer, woman, 
Whom I am charg’d to shun ? Speak, speak — what 
art thou, 

Shining vision ? 

Dor. Alas, I know not ; but I’m told, I am 
A woman — Do not hurt me, ’pray, fair thing. 

jEfip. ; Won^t you hurt me, fair thing ? for, I was told, 
A woman was my enemy. 

, Dor. I never knew 
What ’twas to be an enemy ; nor can 
1 e’er prove so to that Which looks like you ; 
Although, I fear, you are a roan, that lion, 

That dangerous thing, of which I have been warn’d. 
'Pray, teU me, what you a^c. 

* Pro. (Without.) Dorinda! 

Dor. My father calls again. Ah! I must leave you. 
Hipi Alas, Tin subject to the, same command. 
Dor. This is my first offence against my father. 
Which severing us too cruelly does punish. 

Hip. And this is my first trespass too ; but he 
Idath more offended truth than we have him : 

He s^\d our meeting would destructive be ; 

Yet IBno death,^but in our parting, see* 

Dor. and Mir^ ^.ii. Hip. centre. 

SCKN E naked part of the Island * — Thunder^ 

wmy Ramy ^ y; 

Enter CAjtiijBAN, burden of wood. 

Ca4 ^All the Inf^ctipi^ that sun sucks up 
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From bogs, fens, flats, on Prosper fall, and make him 
By inch-meal a disease off hh had,) 

ms spirits hear me, 

And yet 1 needs must curse. But theyMl nor pinch, 
Fright mo with urchin shows, pitch me i’thc mire. 
Nor lead me, like a firebrand, in the dark 
Out of my way, unless he bid them ; but 
For every trifle they are set upon me ; 

Sometimes like apes, that mow (L) and chatter at me. 
And after, bite me ; then like hedge-hogs, which 
Lie tumbling in my barc-foot way, and mount 
Their pricks (S) at my foot-Ml; sometime am I 
All wound (3) with adders, who, with cloven tongues, 
Do hiss me into madness. ( Wind and rain.) 

Trin, (WitliouL l.h.) O, O, O! — 

CaL Lo, now, lo ! 

Here comes a spirit of his ; and to torment me. 

For bringing wood in slowly : I’ll M flat ; 

Perchance he will not mind me. 

(Lies doion^ in centre*) 

Trincttlo, l.h* 

Trin* Here’s neither bush nor shrub to bear off any 
weather at all, and another storm brewing ; hear it 
sing i’the wind: if it should thunder, as it md be^ 
fore, 1 know not where to hide my head : yond’ saniH 
cloud cannot choose but fall by pailfuls.— What haJ 
we here ? — a man or a fish ?— dead or alive }^K fisK 
he smells like a fish; a very ancient end fish-lil? 
smell; a kind of— not the newest, poor Join. — A 
straiij^ fish ! Legg’d like a man ! and his tm$ like 
arms l--^Warm, o’my troth !«-l do now let loose my 
Oj^aion^ hold it no longer; this is no flsh, but an is- 
htad^rf that has lately suflfered by a thunderbolt. — 
r^»)<^A{as, tbh storm is come again: 
nfy ifet way k to creep Utider bis gaberdine ; there is 
ho |p*her a&jiter hereabout; misery acquaints a maj^ 

{1} moatlis* (2) PrWy. (S) BawrapiiecU 
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With strange bedfellows: 1 will here shroud till the 
dregs of the storm be past. 

{Lies down behind Cediban.) 

Enter Stephano, l.h. with a keg under his arm. 

Step. I shall no more to sea^ to sea^ 

Here shall I die ashore. 

This is a very scurvy tune to sing at a man’s funeral : 
well, here’s my comfort. — (Drinks.) 

The master^ the swabber^ the hoai^wainy and f, 
The gunner^ and his matCj 
Lfyo^d Mall^ and Marian^ and Margery^ 

But none of us cared for Kate: 

For she had a tongue with a twangs 
Would cry to a sailor^ go hangf^ 

Then to sea^ hoys^ and let her go hang. 

This is a scurvy tune too ; but here’s jpy comfort. 

. ‘ (Drinks.) 

Cal. Bo not torment me :-—0 ! 

Stepn What’s the matter ?~Have we devils here? 
Do you put tricks upon us with sava^s, and men of 
Inde?>-^Ha! — I have not ’scap’d drowning, to be 
afeard now of your four legs ; for it hath been said, 
as proper a man as ever went on four legs, cannot 
ma^ bita give ground ; and it shall be said so again, 
whil^^ S^wno breathes at nostrils. 

Cdl. This spirit torments me O I 
Step. (Warning round Cediban*) This is some mon- 
ster of the isle, wSh four legs ; who has as 1 take 
it, an ague. Where the devil should he I^ni our Ian- 
goage 1 I give hitti some fdief, if it be but for 
fliat: if I can recover him. and keep him tame, and 
getiflf N«t>les with him, he’s a present for any Em- 
peror that ever trod on neat’s-leather. 

CaL Do not torment me, pr’ythee; 

I’ll taring my wood home filter*— 0, 0,01 



CaL I pr’ythee, letme bring thee where crabs grow ; 
And 1, with my long nails, will dig thee pig^nuts ; 
Show thee a jay’s nest, and instrurt thw how 
To snare the nimble marmozet: I’ll bring thee 
To clust’ring filberts, and sometimes I’ll ^t thee 
Young soa-mclls Ihim the rock ;~wilt thou go with 
me? 

Step. I pr’ythec, now, lead the way without any 
more talking. Trinculo, the king and all our company 
Itcing drowned, we will inherit here. — Here ; bear my 
bottle , — (Gives the keg to Caliban^ who drinks it 
empty. )«-4nd lend the way, monster. Fellow. Trin- 
culo, we’ll fill him by and bye again. 

Ccd. (Sings drunkenly.) 

No more dams 1*11 make for Jish ; 

Nor fetch in Jirmg 
At requiring. 

Nor scrape trenehfring, (1) nor wash dish / 
*Banj 'baUf Ca — Caliban 
Has a new master^get a new man, 

(Turning hts head scomfuUy towards the cell 
of JProspero.) * [Exeunt^ ti.ii. 

iSCJBNJB wild and beautiful part of the Is- 

landy on the Sea-shore. 

Enter Abibii, <md other Spibits, r.u.v.b. 

SONOv^ABisii. f 

Come mto these yAlow sands, 

And then take hands t 


(1) bt on vsiaaifs dm« vumhim vsm in geaeist me; and male 
ihtMMto lime wWe to ea euij^ltnM in dleannng them. ** I have 

<** mwuUwj— all mr ,Ti« 
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Enter three Sba«Nvmpus, dancing. 

Foot it feallj/ here and there i 
And, meet sprites, the burden bear. 

CHORUS.— Spi BITS. 

Hark! hark! 

The watch-dogs bark: 

Hark ! hark ! I hear 
The strain of chanticleer. 


Enter Fbroinand, b.ii.u.b. — Ariel and the other 
Spirits are invisible to him. 

Fer, Where should this music be ? I’the air, or 
the earth ? 

it sounds no more ; and sure, it waits utob 
S ome ^d o’the island. Sitting on a baim. 

Weeping again the king my father’s wrecs, 

This music crept by me upon the waters, 

Allaying both.their fury, und my passion. 

With its sweet air : thence I have follow’d it, 

Or it bath dratvn me rather : — but *tis gone.— 

(ilfustr.) 

No, it begins again. 


SONG .— Abibc. 

Full fathom five thy father lies i 
Of his bones are coral made : 

Those are pearls that were his eyes : 

Nothhtg of him that does f aw. 

But doth suffer a sea-change (1) 

Into aomethtng rich and strange, 

. TEe about l^,lliat is IfaUs tbUdtera- 

|a ohanged. , ^ 
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CHORUS— Spirits. 

Sea»p^mpha hourly ring his knell; 

Hark I now 1 hear them — ding-dong^ bell. 

For. This ditty does remember my drown’d fiUhet 
This is no mortal business, nor no sound 
That the earth owes, (1) 

{Ariel waves Ferdinand after him 

CHORUS. — SpiftiTs. 

Sea^nymphs hourltf ring his knell; 

Hark ! now 1 hear them — ding-dong^ bell. 

[Ereunli Fer. l.ii. following Ariel and Spirit 

mwn nv Ar.T ir. 


ACT Til. 

SCENE I . — 1 he Cell of Prospero. 

(Ariel and other Spirits, still invisible to Ferdi 
nand, sing without. i..u.) 

CHORUS. — Sfihits. 

Sea-nymphs hourly ring his knell | 

Hark ! now I hear them — ding-dong, bell, 

traue they are singing. Enter Pjr ospero aitd 
Miranda. i..h. 

Pro, The ft’inged curtains of thine eye advancf 
And say, vhnt titou see’st yond' 
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Mir. What is’t spirit ? 
iiOrd, how it looks about I Believe me, sir, 

It carries a biavc form : — but ’tis a spirit* 

Pro. No, wench ; it eats, and sleeps, and hath such 
senses 

As wc have, such : this gallant, which thou sees!, 
Was in the wreck ; and, but he*s something stain’d 
With grief, (hat’s beauty’s canker, thou might’st call 
nim 

A goodly jjerson. 

Enter AniEL, Wttoing Ferdinand after him^ fol- 
lowed bj/ other Spirits^ l.u. 

Mir. I might call him 
A thing divine ; for nothing natural 
I ever saw so noble. 

Pro. It goes on 

As my soul prompts it ; spirit, fine spirit ! I’ll free 
thee 

Within tvio days, for this* 

Per. Most sure, the goddess 
On whom these airs attend I— -Vouchsafe my piayei 
May know, if you remain upon this island ; 

And that you will some good instruction give, 

How I may bear me here : my prime n^quest, 

Which I do last pioiiouncc, is,-*-0, you wonder ! — 
If you be maid, or no ? 

Mir. No wonder, air ; 

But, certainly a maid. 

Fer. My language ! — heavens ! 

1 am the test of them that speak this speech, 

Were 1 but where ’tis spoken. 

Pro. How ! the best ? * 

What* wert thou, if the king of Naples heard thee ? 

^ citiolo thing, as I am now, that wonders 
^ Nanles ; he does hear me ; 



““iprr’ -'^'c ; 

■ :Mir. Ala^ for mercy I 
jPcr, Yes, feith^ and all his lords. 

JPro, At the first sight 
They have chang’d eyes ;*^elicate Ariel, 

I’ll set thee free for this !— A word, good sir ; 

I fear, you have done yourself some wrong. Attend- 
(JProspero talks apart to Ariel^ r.h.u.b. 
Mir^ Why speaks my fother so ungcntly ? This 
Is the third man that e’er I saw 5 the first 
That e’er I sigh’d for ; futy move my father 
To be inclin’d my way! 

Jcr. O, if a virgin. 

And your affection not gone forth, I’ll make you 
The queen of Naples. 

Pro. Soft, sir ; one word more.~ 

They are both in cither’s powers : but this swift busi 
ness 

1 must uneasy make, lest too light winning 
Make the prize light.— One word more ; I charg 
thee, 

That thou attend me : thqlji dost here usurp 

{Crosses to centre. 

Upon this island, as a spy, tp win it 
From me, the lord on’t. 

Fer. No, as 1 am a man. 

Mir. There’s nothing ill, can dwell in such a temple 
If the ill spirit have so fair a house, 

Good things will strive to dwell with’t. 

Pro. Follow me. — 

Speak not you for him ; he’s a traitor.— Come, 

I’ll manacle thy neck and feet together : 

Sea-water shalt thou drink, thy food shall be 
The fresh^brook muscles, wilha^’d roots, and husks 
^hereiii^the acd^rn cradled : follow. 

; re^t suph^^tertainment, till 

: hats ihdre pb,wer. 

a;f’ ■' ' . (He draws hf* 

Pro. !V* Ay sword up, traitor ; 

Who mak’it a bat dar’st not strike, thy con- 

science 
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Is so possess’d with guilt: — come from thy ward 5 (I) 
For 1 ran here disarm thee with this stick, 

And make thy weapon drop. 

Mir. Beseech you, father ! 

Pro. Hence ; hang not on my garments. 

Mir. Sir, have pity ; 

I’ll be his surety. 

Pro. Silence : one word more 
Shall make me chide thee, if not hate thee. What ! 
My foot my tutor ? (2) hush !~Come on, obey ; 

Thy nerves are in their infancy again, 

And have no vigour in them. 

Fer. So they are : 

M} spirits, as in a dream, are all bound up. 

My father’s toss, the weakness which I feel, 

The wreck of all my friends, or this man’s threats, 

To whom I am subdu’d, were but light to me, 

Might I but through my prison once a day 
Behold this maid : all corners else o’the earth 
Let libel ty make use of; space enough 
Have 1 111 such a prison. 

Pro. It works; — come on. — 

Thou hast done well, fiueWlriel ! — Follow me. — 
Hark, what thou else shalt do me. 

(Pro^peroy r.h. talks apart to Ariel.) 
Mir. Beofcomfoit; 

My fether’s of a better nature, sir, 

Than he appears b> speech : ne’er, till this day, 
ii\w 1 him touch’d with anger so distemper’d. ' 

P?o. Thou shalt be as free 
\s mountain winds : but then, exactly do 
ill points of my command* 

Ari. To the syllable. 

(1 ) Abandon that unavaiUnof posture of defence. 

(2) in AiJt^ Aeat, Act IV. sc. u. one of the quartos reads— 

JSfsay on Jifm* L ^ t 
* « What 
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\ Pro* Come^. follow i-— Speak not for him. 

" ^Ea^eunt Pro, and Mir, r.h. 

SONG. — ^AaiBL. 

Kind fortune smilesy and she 
Jffath yet in store for thee 
Some strtmge fdiqity : 

Follow me^ follow: mcj 
And thou shalt sefs^ 

CHOJRUS.-^Iieits. 

Follow me, follow me, 

And thou shall see, \Exeunt, r . h. 

SCENE II. — An open part of the island. 

Enter TsiiffcvijO, CaeibaNj <z;zdf Strphano with a 
heg, 

Step, (A.H.) Tell not me;— when the butt is out, 
we will drink water ; not a drop before : therefore 
bear up, and board Vm. — Servant-monster, drink to 
me -why, thy eyes arc almost set in thy head. 

TftVi. (L.H.) where should they be set eke? he 
were a brave monster indeed, if they were set in his 
tail. 

St^, My man-monster hath drownM his tongue in 
sack i — Thou shalt be mj lieutenant, monster, or my 
stands^. , # - 

Trin. Ypur lieUt^^Ut, if you list ; hp’s no stan- 
dard^l) 

S^. Moon^calf, speak once in thy life, if thou 
be’st# 'good haoon-caln 

How does thy honour ? Let me lick 
is not valiant. 

''' ' 4'’ '' ' ’ ‘'a ^ ■ '■* - _ 

i;' so^iwicli ia^tcated a» nat to be able to stanii? 

igia eiailgo, wCk4^lanSar((, a fruit-tree 
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Trin. Thou ly’st, most ignorant mdnster; why, 
khou debosh’d (1) fish thou, was there ever a man a 
coward, that hath drunk so much sack as 1 to-day ? 
Wilt thou tell a monstrous lie, being but half a fish, 
and half a monster ? 

CaL liO, how he mocks me ! — Wilt thou let him, 
my lord ? 

Trin^ Lord, quoth he ! — O lord, O lord, that a 
monster should be such a natural ! 

CaL Lo, lo, again ! bite him to death, I pr’ythee. 
Step^ {Crosses to cenire.) Trinculo, keep a good 
tongue in your head ; if you prove a mutineer, the 
next tree — the poor monster’s my subject, and he shall 
not suffer indignity. 

CaL I thank my noble lord. Wilt thou be pleas’d 
To hearken once again to the suit I made thee ? 

Step. Marry will I : kneel and rc^at it ; I will 
stand, and so shall Trinculo. {Caliban kneels 

Enter Ariul, invisible to tkem^ with a tabor and 
pipeyU.H* 

CaL Am 1 told thee before, 1 am subject to a tyrant, 
a sorcerer, that by his cunning hath cheated me of 
this island. 

ArL Thou ly’st. 

CaL Thou ly^st, thou jesting monkey, thou ; — 

{Rises ^ ) 

I would, my valiant master would destroy thee : 

I do not lie. 

Step. {Centre.) Ttinculo, if you trouble him any 
more in his tale, by this hand, I will supplant some 
of your teeth. 

;i) I. e. Debaoclied. It) Randolph’s Jeahus tovers^ 1634, it is 
used thus : 

-See your house be stor’d 

' ^ ^ With the deboisAest in this city.” 

"/^gain, in 3fonsieur TAotncM^ 1639 : . 

-Saucy fellows, 

‘ DebosAed and daily drunkards.** 

c 3 
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Trin, Why, I said nothing. 

S/en. Mum then, and no more.-^Procced. 

Cm. I say, by sorcery he got this isle ; 

From me he got it. If tlw greatness will 
Revenge it on him, — for, I know, thou dar’st, — 
ril yield him thee asleep, 

Where thou may’st knock a nail into his bead. 

Ari. Thou ly’st, thou canst not. (l.ii. of Step.) 

Col. What a pied(l) ninny’s this ! Thou scurvy 
patch !-^ 

I do beseech thy greatness, give him blows. 

Step. Trinculo, run into no further danger : inter- 
rupt the monster one word further, and, by this hand. 
I’ll turn my meicy out of doors, and make a stock-fish 
of thee. 

THn. Why, what did I? I did nothing; I’ll go 
further off. 

Step. Did’st thou not say, he lied ? 

AH. Thou ly’st. 

( On ii*H. of Step* and gets round to r.h. of Cat.) 

Step. Do 1 so ? take thou that. 

{Strikes Trinculo.) 

As you like this give me the He another timOw 

Trin* You lie, I did not give you the 1^ : — Out 
o’your wits, and hearing too ? — A plague o’your 
bottle ! this can sack and drinking do. — A murrain 
on your monster, and the devil take your fingers ! 

{Goes up li.H.) 

Cal. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Step. Now, forward with your tale. — ’Pr’ythee, 
stand further off. 

Cal. Beat him enough : after a little time. 

I’ll beat him too. 

Step. Stand further. — Come, proceed. 

Why, as 1 told thefe, ’tis a custom with him 

(1 ) It should be remembered that Trinculo is no sailor, but a Jester, 
and is so called in the ancient dramatis .persona i he th€;»rt,..^ 
the party-coloured dress of one of those characters. So, in the Devlt^^ 
liom ^^9 1623 t 

, Unless I wear a pied fool's coat." 



THE TEMPEST, 31 

I’the afternoon, to sleep : there thou may ’st brain him, 
Having first seiz’d his books ; or with a log 
Batter his skull, or paunch him with a stake, ^ 

Or cut his weazand with thy knife : remember, 

First to possess his books ; .for, without them. 

He’s but a sot, as I am ; nor hath not 
^One spirit to command ; they all do hate him, 

As rootedly as I. 

Step^ Monster, I will kill this man, and be myself 
king of the island. Dost thou like the plot, Trinculo ? 

Trin. Stephano, hear me : 1 will speak for the 
people, because there are none in the island to speak 
for themselves. — Know then, w6^ are all content that 
Stephano shall be king, on condition I may be vice- 
roy over him. Hpeak, good people, are you agreed ? 
What, no man answer ? Then, wc may take their 
silence for consent. 

, Step. Give me thy hand. — I am sorry I beat thee : 
but, while thou liv’st, keep a good tongue in thy head. 

' CaL Within this half hour will he be asleep ; 

Wilt thou destroy him then ? 

Step. Ay, on mine honour. 

Ari* Thifipwill I tell my master. [^Exit^ h.h. 

CaL Thournak’stmeraerry : I am full of pleasure; 
Let IIS be jocund : will you troll the catch 
You taught me but while-ere ? 

Step, At thy request, monster, 1 will do reason, 
any reason : come on, Trinculo, let us sing. 

{They sing and dance,) 

Flout ^eniy and skoui ^em ; 

And shout ’em, and flout ’em / 

Thought is free. 

Cal, That’s not the tune. 

{Ariel^ k.h. plays the tune on the tabor and pipe 
, without,) 

wren."” What is this SUitie ? 

This is the tune of our catch, play’d by the 
picture of no-body. 

c 4 
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Step* If thou be’st a man, show thyself in thy like- 
ness : if thou be’st a devil, take’t as thou list. 

{Ariel plays again,) 

Trin. O, forgive me my sins ! 

Step, He that dies, pays all debts:— I defy thee. 

(Ariel plays again , ) 

Mercy upon us I (On his knees.) . 

CaL Art thou afcard ? 

Step, No, monster, not I. 

Cat, Be not afeard ; the isle is full of noises, 
Sounds, and sweet airs, that give delight, and hurt 
not. 

Sometimes a thousand twangling instruments 
Will hum about mine cars ; and sometime voices. 
That, if I then had wak’d after long sleep, 

Will make me sleep again : and then, in dreaming, 
The clouds, methought, would open, and show ri^cs 
Ready to drop upon me ; that, when I wak’d, 

I cried to dream again. 

Step. This will prove a brave kingdom to me, 
where 1 shall have my musip for nothing. 

CaL When Prospero is destroy’d. 

Step, That shall be by-antl-bye ; I remetnber the 
story. — (Ariel plays again^ at some distance; and 
continues to do so^ retiring more and more^ till the 
end of the scene,} 

Trin, The sound is going away : let’s follow it, 
and after, do our work. 

Step. Lead, monster; we’ll follow. — I would, I 
could see this laborer s he lays it on.— Wilt come ? 
Trin, I’ll follow, Stephano. [^Exeunt y n,u, 

SCENE III. — A grove behind the cell of Prospero, 

Enter MiiiANDA,awrf P rospero, r.h.u.e. 

f> Pro^Mouv suit has pity in’t, and has prevkird 
beed ; — ^jour visit must be short. — 
Gibing I had forgot ; insinuate into his mind 
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A kindness to that youth whom first you saw ; 

I would have friendship grow between them. 

Mir. You shall be obey’d in all things. 

Pro. Be earnest to unite their very souls. 

(Crosses to R.ii.) 

Mir. I shall endeavour it. 

Pro. This may secure Hippolyto 
From that dark danger which my heart forbodes ; 

For friendship does provide a double strength 
To oppose the assaults of fortune* Sec, he comes 
Remember. l.ii.u.e. 

Enter Ferdinand, d.h.s.e. hearing a log. 

Mir. Alas, now! ’pray you, (Crosses to 
Work not so hard ; 1 would, the lightning had 
Burnt up those logs, that you are enjoin’d to pile ! 
’Pray, set it down, and rest you ; when this burns^ 
’Twill weep for having weary’d you : ,my father 
Is gone to study ; ’pray now, rest yourself. 

Per. O, most dear mistress, (Puts down the log.) 
The sun will set, before 1 shall discharge 
What 1 strive to do, 

Mir. If you’ll sit down, 

l?ll bear your logs the while : ’pray, give me that ; 

I’ll carry it to the pile. 

Fer. No, precious creature : 

I had rather crack ray sinews, 

Than you should such dishonour undergo, 

While I sit lazy by. 

Mir. Why, I should do it 
With much more ease ; for my good will is to it, 

And yours it is against. — You look wearily. 

F^r. No, noble mistress ; ’tis fresh morning with 
me, 

When you are by, at night. 1 do beseech you, 
Chiefly that I might set it in my prayers, 
your name ? 

Mir. Miranda : — O, my father, 

I have broke your hest to say so ! 
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Fer. Admir’d Miranda ! — 

Indeed, the top of admiration ; worth 
What’s dearest to the world ! — Full many a lady 
I’ve ey’d with best regard; and many a time 
The harmony of their tongues hath into bondage 
Brought my too diligent ear : for several virtues 
Have I lik’d several women ; never any 
With so full soul, but some defect in her 
Did quarrel with the noblest grace she ow’d. 

And put it to the foil : but you, O you. 

So perfect, and so peerless, are created 
Of every creature’s best. (1) 

Jilir: I would not wish 
Any companion in the world but you. — 

I prattle wildly, and my father’s precepts 
Therein I do forget. 

Fer. Hear ray soul speak ; — 

The very instant that I saw you, did 
My heart fly to your service : ' there resides, 

To make me slave to it ; and for your sake 
Am 1 this patient log-man. 

Mir. Do you love me ? 

Fer.^O heaven, O earth, bear w itness to this sound 
And crown what I profess with kind event. 

If I speak true ; if hollowly, invert 
What best is boded me, to mischief! I 
Beyond all limit of what else i’the world, 

Do love, prize, honour you. 

Mir. i am a fool, 

To weep at what I’m glad of. 

Fer. Wherefore weep you ? 

Miu At mine unworthiness. — Hence, bashful cun- 
ning! 

And prompt me, plain and holy innocence ! 

(1) It has been <»Dj«ctured that this line was suggested by the cele- 
brated picture of Venus, by Apelles ; but bad our author been thinkiiis 
of the judicious selection nuuSe by the Grecian artist, he woujd^ ratbci 
have expressed his meaning bv “ every womafTs,** or “ every 6eaui^. 
.best,*' as, the dignity of the allusion is destroyed by including the com- 
ponent pi^ts of the brute creation. 
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1 am your wife, if you will marry me ; 

If not, ni die your maid : to be your fellow 
You may deny me ; but I’ll be your servant, 
Whether you will or no. 

Fer. My mistress, dearest ; 

And I thus humble ever. 

Mir. My husband then ? 

- Fer. Ay, with a heart as willing 
As bondage e’er of freedom : here’s my hand. 

Mir. And mine, with my heart in’t. — 

Now, I’ve a suit to you, and I shall make it 
The only trial of your love to me* 

/er* You’ve said enough, never to be deny’d, 
Were it my life. 

Mir. For my sake to love one, sir, 

Who, for his own, indeed, docs well deserve 
All the respect that you can ever pay him. 

Fer. Is there another whom I ought to love, 

And love him for your sake ? . 

Mir. Yes; such a one, 

As, for his sweetness, and his goodly shape, 

If I, who am unskill’d in forms, may judge, 

Can scarce be match’d : my sister thinks so too, 

My dear Ddrinda. 

Fer. Have you a sister ? 

Mir. Yes; she loves him too : 

And you must love him for my sake : you shall. 

Fer. Must I for yours, and cannot for my own ? 
Since you would have me love him, I must hate him. 

Mir. Have I so far offended you already, 

That he offends you only for my sake ? 

Yet, sure, you would not liate him, if you saw him 
As 1 have done, so fresh in youth and beauty. 

Fer. O poison to my hopes ! (Crosses lo l.h.) 
M(r. I must attend my father : — ^Fare you well !-^ 
Here comes the youth I fear, I’ve stay’d too long. 

JPer, ,1^00 long indeed ; and yet not long enough. 
r. 6 
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* 


Enter Hippolyto, l.h. 

Sir, well encounter’d ; — ^you’re the happy man ; 

« You’ve got the hearts of both the beauteous women. 
Hip. How, sir, I pray you ? Are you sure of that ? 
Fer. You know, Dorinda loves you ; and 
Miranda charg’d me love you for her sake. 

Hip. Then I must have her. 

Fer. Not till I am dead. 

Hip. How dead? What’s that? But whatsoe’er 
it be, 

I long to have her, 

Fer. Wait a little while ; 

Time and my grief may make me shortly die. 

Hip. 1 beg that you’ll make haste then ; for, to 
tell you 

A secret, sir, which 1 have lately found 
Within myself, — they are all made for me. 

Fer. That’s but a fond conceit : you’re made for 
one, 

And one for you. 

Hip. You cannot tell me, gir; 

I know, I’m made for twenty hundred women, — 

I mean, if there be so many in the world ; — 

So that, if once 1 see her, I ^11 love her. 

Fer. I find, 1 must not lef^ou see her, then. 

Hip. Hows'will you hinderime ? 

Fer. By force of arms : 

Provide yourself a sword ; for we must fight. 

Hip. A sword,— what’s that ? 

Fer. A weapon such as this. {Draws his sword.) 
Hip. What should I do with it ? 

You must stand thus, , 

And mm at me, Till one of us foil dead. 

Hip* But we have no swords growing in our world. 
Fer. What shall we do then, to decide our quarrel? 
^ip. We’ll take the sword by turns, aniJ*‘*jight 
with it. 
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Fer. Strange ignorance ! — You must defend your 
life, 

And so must I. — But, since you have no sword, 

Take this ; fof, in a corner of my cave, 

I now remember that I saw another.— 

( Gives Hippolf/to the sword,) 
When next we meet, prepare yourself to fight. 

Hip, Make haste then ; this shall ne’er be yours, 
again : 

1 mean to fight with all the men 1 meet ; 

And, when they’re dead, their women shall be mine. 

Fer, I see you are unskilful ; I desire not 
To take your life ; but, if you please, wc’U fight • 

On these conditions ; — lie, who first draws blood, 
Shall be acknowledg’d as the conqueror, 

And both the women shall be his. 

Hip, Agreed ; 

And ev’^ day I’ll fight for two more with you. 

Fer, But win these first. 

Hip, Make haste, and find your sword. 

[^Exeuni; Fer, ii.h. Hip, l.h. 

SCENE ly . — A roch/j mountainous part of the 
' Island. 

Enter Antonio, Alonso, andGoNZALo, r.u.v.e. 

Gon, (l.h.) ’Beseech you, sir, be merry: you 
have cause, 

So have we all, of joy ; for our escape 
Is much beyond our loss : then wisely weigh 
Our sorrow with our comfort. 

Alon. {Centre,) Peace, Gonzalo. 

Aut, (R.H.) But the rarity of it is, (which is, in- 
deed, almost beyond credit,) our garments, being, as 
they were, drench’d in the sea, are, notwithstanding, 
as fresh as when we put them on first in Africk,at the 
^ marriage of your fair daughter, Claribcl, to the king 
" of Tunis. 

‘Alon, You cram these words into mine ears, against 
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The stomach of my sense. * Would I had never 
Marry’d ray daughter there ! for coming thence. 

My Ferdinand is lost. 

Gon. Sir, he may live ; • 

I saw him beat the surges under him, 

And ride upon their backs ; 1 do not doubt, 

He came alive to land. 

Alon, No, no, he’s gone : 

And thou, and 1, Antonio, — thou and 1 
Have caus’d his death. 

Ani. How could we help it, sir ? 

Alon. How help it ? Then we should have help’d 
it, then, 

W hen thou betray’dst thy brother, Prospero, 

And gav’st the infant- sovereign of Mantua 
Into my power ; then lost wc Ferdinand, 

Then forfeited our navy to this tempest. — 

E’en here do I put off all hope : he’s drown’d, , 
Whom thus we stray to find ; and the sea mocks ' 
Our frustrate search on land. (il/wsic.) 

What harmony is this ? My good friends, hark ! 

Gon. Marvellous sweet music. 

Enter Ariel and other spiritsy,n.\i.%.nt A Ban^ 
quet presents itself, and the spirits, having danced 
about it with actions of salutation, and invited the 
king and his followers to eat, are led away by 
Ariel, r.h. 

Ahn. Give us kind keepers, heaven !— ‘What were 
these ? 

Ant. They vanish’d strangely. 

Gon. No matter, since 

They’ve left their viands behind ; for we have jsto- 
machs. * 

Wiirt please you taste of what is here ? 

Alon. Not I. 

Gon. Well, sir, I will ; for I am hungry 
The devil may fright me, but he shall not starve me. 
Ahn. I will stand to, and feed, although my last 
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No matter since I feel the best is past. 

{Sounds of discordant instruments^The banquet 
•vanishes.) 

A Voice from below. You men of sin, whose des- 
tiny hath caus’d 

The never-surfeited sea to cast up, 

And on this isle, where man doth not inhabit, — 

-You amongst men being most unfit to live,— - 
Remember Prospero. {Thunder and lightninf^.) 

Alon. {Centre.) ’Tis monstrous ! monstrous! 
Methought, the billows spoke, and told me of it ; 

The winds did sing it to me ; and the thunder 
Pronounc’d the name of Prospero. 

Ant. This isle’s enchanted ground ; for f 

have heard 

Swift voices flying by my ear, and groans 
Of ghosts lamenting. 

Alon. Good heav’n deliver me from this dire place, 
And all the after-actions of ray life 
Shall mark ray penitence ! — ^Lead from this spot. 

{It suddenly grows dark.— Thunder and light-* 
ning.— Several Furies rise.) 

• Furies Sing. 

l5^ Fury. Where does the black fiend. Ambition, 
reside^ 

With the mischievous devil of pride ^ 

2d Fury. In the lowest and darkest caivern of hell^ 
Both Pride and Ambition do dwell. 

1st Fury. Who are the chief leaders of the damned 
host ? 

2d Fury. Proud monarchs who tyrannize most. 

CHORUS — Spirits, while others surround Alonso 
and his followers. 

In helly in hell^ in flames they shall reign. 
And for ever and ever shall suffer the pain, 
[TKunder and lightning.— Exeunt^ K.VL.pursued 
.. by the furies. 

^ END OP ACT HI. 
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ACT TV. 

SCENE h—The Cell of Prospero. 

Prospero discovered reading. 

Pro. {Comes forward.) 1 had forgot th;it foul con- 
spiracy 

Of the beast Caliban and his confederates, 

Against my life ; the minute of their plot 
Is almost come. 

What, Ariel ! my industrious servant, Ariel ! 

Enter Ariel, l.ii. 

Art. Thy thoughts I cleave to; what’s thy pleasure ? 
Pro. Spirit, 

We must prepare to meet with Caliban. 

Art. Ay, my commander. 

Pro. Where did’st thou leave these varlets ? 

Art. They were red hot with drinking, mighty sir ; 
So full of valour, that they smote the air, 

For breathing in their faces ; beat the ground, 

For kissing of their feet ; yet always bending 
Towards their project : — so I charm’d their ears. 
That, calf-like, they my lowing follow’d through 
Tooth’d briars, sharp furzes, pneking goss,and thorns, 
Which enter’d their frail shins ; — at last, I left them 
I’ the filthy mantled pool beside the marsh. 

Pro. Thy shape Invisible retain thou still. 

Thou and thy meaner fellows your last service 
Did worthily perform ; and 1 must use you 
In another trick : go, call the spirits, ^ 

O’er 'yi^hom I gave thee power, quick to this plade, . 
And yithem bring the trumpery in my cave, 

For stale(l) to catch these thieves. 

(1) A word \n fowling^ used to mean a bait, or decoy to catch birds. 
So, In A iMoking-glau for hondon and jE/tgland, 1617 . 

f ; “ Hence tools of wrath, etales of temptation.*’ ‘ 
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ArL Presently ? 

Pro. Ay, with a twink. Ariel^ r.h.u.b. 

O, this Caliban!— 

A devil, a born devil, on whose nature 
Nurture can never stick ; on whom my pains, 
Huraanely taken, are all lost, quite lost ; 

And as, with age, his body uglier grows, 

So his mind cankers. (1) — I will plague them all, 

Even to roaring. 

Enter and other spirits with garments. 

Come, hang them on this line. 

Spirits stretch a cord across the mouth of 
the cell^ and hang the garments on it. — ‘Exeunt 
Pro. Aru and the other Sprits^ ii.u.u.B. 

Enter Caliban, Trinccjlo, and Stkimiano, l.h. 

CaL ’Pray you tread softly, that the blind mole (2) 
may not 

Hear aibot fall ; we now are at his cell. 

Step. Mobster, your fa^ry, which you say is a harm- 
less fairy, has done little better than play’d tlicjjm ^ 
(3) with us. 

Trin. Monster, I do smell all horse-pond ; at which 
ray nose is in great indignation. 

Again, in Green's Mamiliay 1595 : “—that she might not strike at 
the stale, lest she were canvassed in the nets.’* 

(1) Shakspearb, when he wrote this description, perhaps recol- 

lected what his patron's most intimate friend, the great Lord Essex, 
in an hour of discontent, said of Queen Elizabeth ; “ that she grew 
old and cankered, and that her mind was become as crooked as her car- 
case speech which, according to Sir Walter Raleigh, cost Inm 

his head- and which, we may therefore suppose, was at that time much 
talked 4f. This play being written in the time of King James, these 
ohuoxidhs words might be safely repeated. 

(2) This quality of hearing, which the mole is supposed to possess 
in so eminent a degree, is mentioned in Buphues, 4to 1581 , p. 64 

‘ Doth not the lion for strength, the turtle for love, the ant for labour, 
!xcel man ? ‘ Doth not the eagll see dearer, the vulture smell better, 

^ he moale hear e lightly er ?** , , , , 

(3) ' I. €. He has played Jack with a lantern ; has led us^ about like, 
in ignts /atuus, by which travellers are decoyed into the mire. 
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Step, So is mine.— Do you hear, monster ? If 1 
should take a displeasure against you ; look you — 
Trin. Thou wert but a lost monster. 

CaL Good my lord, give me thy favour still ; 

Be patient ; for the prize I’ll bring thee to, 

Shall hood-wink tlsis mischance; therefore, speak 
softly : 1 ,. 

All’s hush’d as midnight yet. 

Trin, Ay, but to lose our bottle in the pool, — 
Step, There is not only disgrace and dishonour in 
that, monster, but an infinite loss. 

Trin. That’s more to me than riiy wetting : yet this 
is your harmless fairy, monster. 

Step, I will felvdi off my bottle, though I be over 
ears for my labour. {Going,) 

Cal, ’Pr’ythee, my king, be quiet: — scc’st thou 
here, 

This is the mouth o’thc cell : no noise, and enter : 

Do that good mischief, which may make this island 
Thine own for ever, and I, thy Caliban, 

For aye thy foot-licker. 

Step, Giye me thy hand : I do begin to have 
bloody thoughts. 

Trin. O king Stephano! O peer ! O worthy Ste- 
phano ! Look, what a wardrobe here is for thee 1 
Cal. Let it alone, thou fool ; it is but trash. 

Trin. O, ho, monster, we know what belongs to a 
frippery ;(1) — O, king Stephano ! 

Step. Put off that gown, Trinculo; by this hand, 
I’ll have that gown. 

Trin^ l^y grace shall have it. 

Co/. Tw dropsy drown this fool ! — What do you 
mean. 

To ^at thus on such luggage ? Let it alone . ^ 

And do the murder first : — if he awake. 

From crown to toe he’ll fill our skins with pinches; 
Make us strange stuff. 

Step. Be you quiet, monstdr. 

Vas a shop where old clothes were sold* Fripperic^ 
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Trin- Monster, come, put some lime upon your 
fingers, and away with the rest. 

CaL I will have none on’t : we shall lose our time, 
And all be turn’d to barnacles, or to apes 
With foreheads villanous low. 

Step, Monster, lay to your fingers ; help to bear 
jMs away, where my hogshead of wine is, or I’ll turn 
you out of my kingdom : go to, carry this. 

2Vin, And this. 

Step. Ay, and this. 

( Horns f and a noise of Hunters heard,) 

Enter Spirits, in monstrous shapes of hounds^ 
with Prospbro, Aribe, and two other Spirits, 
R4I. setting them on Stephana ^ Trinculo^ and 
Caliban, 

Pro, Hey, Mountain^ hey ! 

Art, Silver ! there it goes, Silver ! 

Pro, Furi/y Furj/l there, Tj/rantt there! hurk, 
hark ! 

f Calibany StephemOy aud THneuloy roaringy are 
driven awavy li.u.) * 

Go, charge fny goblins fhat they grind their joints 
With dry convulsions ; shorten up their sinews 
With aged cramps ; and more pinch-spotted make 
them, 

Than pard, or cat-o’-mountain. 

\Eixeunt two Spiritsy e.h. 
{CalibaHy Stephanoy and Trinculo roar without y 
Ari, Hark, they roar. 

Pro, Let them be hunted soundly, — For a little, 
Follow, and do me service. [Exeunt y r.ii . 

SCEAfE IL — The inside of the Cave of Hippotgto, 

1 Couch with skinsy r.h.s.b* 

Enter Ferdinand, r.h. and Hippolyto, l.h. with 
• drawn swords, 

Fer, Come, sir, your caye affords no choice of 
' place ; 

f?,ut the ground’s firm and even : are you ready ? 
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Hip. As ready as yourself, sir. 

Fer. You remember 

On what conditions we must fight ; who first 
Receives a wound, is to submit. 

Hip. Come, come. 

This loses time : now for the women, sir, 

{T'hey Jightj Ferdinand loaches hini,)^ 
Fer. Sir, you arc wounded. 

Hip. No. 

Fer. Believe your blood. 

Hip. 1 feel no hurt; no matter for my blood. 

Fer. Nay, but remember our conditions, sir. 

Hip. 1 will not leave till my sword hits you too. 
(Hippolylo presses on^ Ferdinand retires and 
war'ds.) 

Fer. You faint for loss of blood; I see you stagger ; 
Pray, sir, retire. 

Hip. No, 1 will ne’er go back : — 

Methinks the cave turns round — I cannot find— 

Why do you swim and dance about me ? 

Stand still, till I have made one thrust. — 

. ( Thrusts and falls on couch.) 

Fer. O, help ! 

Help, help!— Unhappy man ! what have I done ? 

Hip. I’m going to a cold sleep ; but, when I wake, 
I’ll fight again : — ’pray, stay (or me. — {Swoons.) 

Fer. He’s gone, 

He’s gone ! — O, stay, sweet lovely youth ! — ^Help !— 
Help !— 


EnterV&osvj&nOf R.n.u.B. 

Pro. What dismal noise is that ? 

E^. O, see, sir, see, 

WKat mischief my unlucky hand hath wrought 1 
Pto* Alas, how much in vain doth feeble art 
Endeavour to resist the will of heaven I 
He’s gone for ever !— O, thou cruel son 
Of an inhuman father! —All ray plans 
Are ruin’d ^lid unravell’d by this blow : 

.No pleasure now is left me, but revenge. 
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Fer. Sir, if you knew my innocence, — 

Pro. Pi^ace, peace ! 

Oan thy excuses give me back his life ? — 

AVhat, Ariel ! sluggish spirit, where, where art thou? 


Enter Ariel, l.ii. 


Art. Here, at thy beck, my lord. 

Pro. Ay, now thou com’st, 

When fate is jiass’d, and not to be recall’d, 
i^ook there, and glut the malice ot thy nature ; 

For, as thou art thyself, thou can’st not but 
Be glad to see young virtue nipp’d i’thc blossom. 

Aru My lord, the Being high above can witness 
1 am not glad. 

Pro. W hy did’st thou not prevent, at least foretell, 
This fatal action then ? 

Art. Pardon, great sir ; 

I meant to do it ; but I was forbidden 
By the ill genius of Hippolyto, 

Who came and threaten’d me, if I disclos’d it, 

To bind hie Jn the bottom of the sea, 

Far from the lightsome regions of the air, 

My native fields, above a hundred year§. 

Pro. I’ll chain thee in the north for thy neglect, 
W^’llhiii the burning bowels of mount Ilecla ; 

I’ll singe thy airy wings with sulphurous flames, 

And choke thy tender nostrils with blue smoke: 

At every hickup of the belching mountain, 

Thou shalt be lifted up to taste fresh air, 

And then fall down again — 

Ari. Pardon, dread lord I 

Pro* No more of pardon than just heaven intends 

A thee, 

hou e’er find from me.— Hence ; fly with speed ; 
Unbind the charm which ht^ds this murderer’s father, 
And bring him with his followers straight before me, 

[^Esit Ariely r.h. 
Fer. O, heavens ! what words were thos^ 1 heard, 
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Yet cannot see who spoke them ? Siiro, the nymph 
1 lov’d was, like to this, some airy vision. 

Pro. No, murderer; she’s, like thee, of morta 
mould, 

But much too pure to mix with thy black crimes. 
The will of heaven’s accomplish’d: I have now 
No more to fear, and nothing left to hojie. 

JEw/cr Ariel, Alonso, Antonio, owdGoNZALo, ii.ii 

Alon, Never were beasts so hunted into toils, 

As we have been pursued by dreadful shapes. — 
Speak, is not that my son ? 

Fer* My honour’d father! — 

Alon^ O Ferdinand ! {Running to embrace him. 
Pro. There stand; for you are spell-stopp’d. — 
How now, sirs ? 

You gaze upon me, as you ne’er had seen me : 

Have fifteen years so lost me to your knowledge, 
That you retain no memory of Prospero ? 

Gon. The good old Duke of Milan ! 

Pro. I wonder less, 

That thou, Antonio, know’st me not, because* 

Thou did’st long since forget ! was thy brother ; 
Else had I ne’er been here. 

Ant. Shame chokes my words. 

Alon. And wonder mine. 

Pro. For you, usur])ing prince. 

Know, by my art you were shipwreck’d on this isle ; 
Where, after I a while had punish’d you, 

My vengeance would have ended ; I design’d 
To match that son of yours with this my daughter, — 
Alon. Pursue it still ; I am most willing to it. 
-Pro. So am not I. No marriages can prospfsr 
Which are with murderers made ; — look on Itha 
corse : 

This, while he liv’d, was prince Ilippolyto, 

The rightful Duke of Mantua, sir, whom you, 
Having depriv’d him of his inheritance, 

H^posM with me ; and whom I here bred up, 
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Till that blood-thirsty man, that Ferdinand — 

But why do 1 exclaim on him, when justice 
Calls to unsheathe her sword against his guilt ? 

W hat do you njcan ? 

Pro, To execute heaven’s lawn: — 

Here I am plac’d by heav’n; here 1 am prince, 
-Though you have dispossess’d me of my Milan : — 
ijilood calls for blood ; your Ferdinand shall die ; 

'And I, in bitterness, have sent for you, 

To have the joy of seeing him alivcj 
And then th<j greater grief to see him die. 

A/on. And ihink’st thou 1, or these, will tamely 
stand 

To view the execution ? 

{Ijays his hand upon his sword.) 
Pro. Nay, — appear, 

My guards ! — 

(7/c rn'iaves his wewdy and a troop of Furies 
appear^ r.ii.s.e.) 

I thought, no more to use their aid; 

But they are now the ministers of heaven, 

While 1 revenge this murder. — 

This night I will allow yon, Ferdinand, 

To fit you fof your death* : that cave’s your prison. 
Alon. Ah, Prospero, hear me s^x^ak: you arc a 
father ; 

Feel for a lather, then, and spare my son. 

Pro. You plead in vain ; 

1 have no room for pity left within me. — 

Do you refuse ? — Hence, Ariel, with the prince ! — 
And you — {To the Furies.) — drive them in that way ! 

CHORUS. — Furies* 

. Hence^ hence^ guilty wretches^ prepare you within 
For tht vengeance that waits on your horrible sin! 

[Mweuni Ferdinand and Ariel^ r.h. — the Furies 
^ drive Antonio, Gonzalo, and Alonso, into ano- 
ther cccoe, and Prospero remains mourning 
, over the body of Hippolyto. 


END OF ACT IV. 
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ACT V. 

SCENE I * — A grove behind the cell of Prospero. 

Enter Prospero Miranda, r.u. 

Pro, You beg. in vain ; 1 cannot pardon him ; 

He has offended heaven. 

Mir, Then let heaven punish him. 

Pro, It will, by me. 

Alir, Grant him at least some respite, for my sake. 
Pro, I, by di.'ferring justice, should incense 
The deity against myself and you. 

Mir, Yet I have heard you say, the powers above 
iAre slow in punishing, — ^and should not you 
IJicsemble them ? — 

And can you be his judge and executioner ? 

Pro. I cannot force Gonzalo, or ray brother, 

Much less the father, to destroy the son ; 

It must be then the monster Caliban ; 

And he’s not here : but Ariol straight sliall fetch him. 

Enter Ariel, 

Ari, My ])otent lord, before thou call’st, I come ’ 
To serve thy wilL 

Pro, I'hen, spirit, fetch me hither 
My savage slave. 

Ari. My lord, it docs not need. 

Pro, Art thou then prone to mischief? Wilt thou be 
Thyself the executioner ? ^ 

Ari, Think better of thy airy minister, 

Who, for thy sake, unbidden, this night hath Sown 
O’er almost all the habitable world. 

Pr(f. But to what purpose was thy diligence ? 

, Having been chidden by my mighty lord 

y neglect of young Hippolyto, 

yh’d his wound with care, and found that life. 
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^ Was but retir’d, not sally’d out : I gather’d 
The best of simples underneath the moon, 

The best of balms, and to the hurt apply’d 
The healing juice of vulnerary herbs : 

His only danger was his loss of blood. 

Just at this hour he will awake, my lord, 

And find, at once, his w ish’d -for cure complete. 

• Pro. Miranda, seek "your sister : let her know' 

This bless’d recovery of Hippolyto, 

While I go visit your dear Ferdinand. 

Mir. 1 do obey you with a double..duty ;] 

For now, sir, you have given me life twice over. 

[Growcf and Exit^ l.u. 
Pro. Now does my project gather to a head : 

My charms crack not ; my spirits obey ; and time 
Goes upright with his carriage ;(1) at this hour 
Lie at my mercy all mine enemies. 

Tell me, my spirit, how fares Prince Ferdinand, 

The king, and his followers ? 

Art. Confin’d together 
In the same fashion as you gave in charge : 

Your brother, and the king, abide distracted ; 

And young Prince Ferdinand mourning over them. 
Brim-full of ^rrow and dismay ; but chiefly. 

Him that you term’d The good old lord Gonzalo ^ — 
His tears run down his beard, like winter’s drops 
From eaves of reeds : your charm so strongly works 
’em, 

That, if you now beheld them, your affections 
Would become tender. 

Pro. Dost thou think so, spirit ? 

Art. Mine would, sir, were I human. 

Pro. And mine shall. 

Hast thou, which art but air, a touch, a feeling , 

Of theft afflictions ? And shall hot m^elf, 

One o^heir kind, that relish all as snarply 
Passidn as they, be kindlier mov’d than thou art ? 


(1) i, 0 . Time brings forward all the expected events, without fiiul- 
tering «usder his burthen. 
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Though with their high wrongs I am struck to tlie 
quick) 

Yet with my nobler reason ’gainst my fury 
Will I take part : the rarer action is 
In virtue than in vengeance : they being penitent, 
The sole drift of my^purpose doth extend 
Not a frown further. Follow, gentle Ariel. 

[Exeunt^ R.H/ 

SCENE II. — The inside of the Cave of Hippoli/to. 

Enter Miranda, Hippolyto, and Dorinda, l.h. 

Hip- Look, look, — what goodly creatures arc there 
here ! 

Mir. How beauteous mankind is ! 

Dor. O brave new world. 

That has such wonders iiiH ! 

Enter Ferdinand, Ariel, Prospbro, Alonso, 
Gonzalo, Antonio, and Ariel, r.u. 

Alon. I do entreat, it may no more bethought of : 
Your purpose, though it was severe, was just i 
In losing Ferdinand, I should have mourn’d, 

But could not have complain’d. 

Pro, Sir, I rejoice 

Kind heaven decreed it otherwise. — My spirit, 

Enter Ariel, r.h. 

Set Caliban and his companions free ; 

Untie the qfiell ; enforce them to this place, 

And presently. 

ArL I d^k the air before me. [^Baeit^ r.h. 

Pro, 0m Fer.) If I have too austerely puik^sh’d 

Your isompensation makes amends ; for I 
Do^l^e you here a third of my own life : 

** " ^der her to thy hand, and afore heaven 



SI 


THB TEMPEI^. 

Do ratify this my rich gift ; O Ferdinand, 

Do not smile at me, that I boast her off ; 

For thou shalt find she will outstrip all praise, 

Aud make it halt behind her. 

jPer. I do believe it, 

Against an oracle. 

A Ion. Now all the blessings 
Of a glad fiither compass thee about, 

And make thee happy in thy beauteous choice ! 

But, — O, — how oddly will it sound, that I 
Must ask my child forgiveness ! 

Pro. There, sir, stop ; 
liCt us not burden our remembrance with 
A heaviness that’s gone. 

Gon. I’ve inly wi^pt. 

Or should have spolce ere this. Jjook down, you 
heavens, 

And on this couple drop a blessed crown ; 

For it is you, that have chalk’d forth the way 
Which brought us hither ! 

Pro. I say, amen to that. {Crosses to Gon.) 

Holy Gonzalo, honourable man, 

My true preserver, I will pay thy graces 
Horae, both’in word and deed. 

A?iL (Crosses to Pro. — Kneels J) My brother, and 
my liege, though penitence, 

Forc’d by necessity, be of little worth, 

'\"et let me hope niy blood may somewhat plead 
For mercy in your bosom : — I resign 
Dominion, which, ’tis true, I could not keep ; 

But heaven knows too, I would not. 

Pro. All past griefe 
1 bury in the joy of this bless’d day. 

* ( Embraces him.) 

Alon. There is yet an act of justice due from me : 
To ^11, young prince, I render back your own, 
An^s the Duke of Mantua, thus salute you. 

Mip. What is it that you render back ? Methinks, 
Vofi give me^nolhing. 

Pro. (Crosses to centre^) You are to be lord 
Of a great people, and o’er tow^ns aud cities. 
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jffi'p. And shall these people all be men and women ? 
-Pro. They shall, Hippolyto ; and call you lord : 
And, that your, happiness may be complete, 

I give you ray Dorinda for your wife ; 

She shall be yours for ever, when the priest 
Has made you one. 

Jfip, How can he make us one ? 

Pro. By saying holy words, you shall be join’d 
In marriage to each other. 

Uor. O, I’ll tell you ; 

1 warrant you, these holy words are charms : 

My father means to conjure us together. 

(Goes up the stage with Hip. and Fer.) 

Stbphano, Trincui.0, and Cal-iban, wilhout^ 

B.U.S.B. 


Cal O ! O ! O ! 

Step. Most villainous monster ! 

Trin. Most monstrous monster ! 

Gon, O, look, sir ; here are more of us ! 

I prophcsy’d, if a gallows were on land, 

That fellow could not drown. • 

(Pro. goes up the stage,) 

Enter u.h. ajo'omg Stephano, Tuincui^o, 

and Caeiban, after him. 

Step, (Entering.) Every man shift for all the rest, 
and let no man take care for himself; for all is but 
fbrtniic. 

Ant. Is not this Stepfaano, our drunken raster ? 
Trin. (Entering with Caliban.) Oh! a plague 
o’ your monsters ! 

Alon, And Trinculo, our jester ? i 

Gon. Now, blasphemy, 

That swear’st grace o’erboard, not an oath on shoi{' r 
|l ^^bu no mouth by land ? * I 

O Setebos, these be brave spirits indeed ! 

How came you in this pickle, Trinculo ? 
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Trin, I have been in such a pickle since 1 saw you 
last, 

That, I fear me, will never out of my bones : I 
Shall not feiir fly-blowing.(l) 

Gon. Why, how now, Stephano ? 

Step. O, touch me not ; 1 am not Stephano, but a 
cramp.(2) 

Pro. (Advances.) You would be king of the isle, 
sirrah ? 

Step, 1 should have been a sore one then. 

CaL My master! — O, I shall be pinch’d to death. 
Alon. This is as strange a sight as e’er 1 look’d on. 

' Pro. This mishapen thing, — 

His mother was a witch ; and one so strong 
That could control the moon, make flows and ebbs, 
And deal in her command without her power : 

He is as disprofwrtioii’d in his manners, 

As in his shape. — 

These tlirec have robb’d me ; and have plotted too 
To take my life. Hence, malice, to my cell ; 

Take with you your companions ; as you look 
To have iny pardon, trim it handsomely. 

CaL Ay, that I will and I’ll be wise hereafter, 
And seek for grace. — What a thrice double ass 
Was I, to take this drunkard for a god. 

And worship this dull fool I Hoi hoi ho! 

\^Exii R.H. 

Step, 1 would I had now our gallant ship again, 
and were her master I 1 would willingly give all my 
island for her. 

Trin. She and our bottle are past praying f<>r. 

Pro. Follow that slave: be of good heart; your 
ship, 

Whict but some few hours since, you gave out split, 
Is tight and yarc ; and bravely rigg’d, as w^hen 
Y^ou^irst put out to sea. 

(’ll Alluding to thoir plunge into the stinking pool— pre- 
serves meat from fly-blowing. 

(2) Prospero bad ordered Ariel to shorten up their sinews to aged 
eramps. Touch me not alludes to the soreness occasioned by them. 
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Step^ Trinculo, if this news be true, I resign my 
kingdom. 

Trin, And I my vice-royship over yon. 

Pro. You’ll find it verity; — away, begone. 

Step. Huzza, Trinculo! 

Prin. Huzza, Stephano! 

Step, and Trin. Huzza! Huzza! 

\Exeunt^ Trin. and Step. R.ii." 
Ari. Was this well done ? 

Pro. Bravely, my Ariel. — I shall miss thee much ; 
Yet take thy liberty, my chick ; — and now, 

Away, and to the elements be free; — 

Farewell ! 

Ari. My ever gracious master, thanks. 

SONG. — ^Arikl.. 

Where the hec sitcks^ there suck // 

In a cowlip^s hell I lie/ 

There I couch when owls do cry : 

On the bafs back I do fly ^ 

After summer merrily.^ 

Merrily, merrily shall 1 toe note. 

Under the blossom that hangs on the hough. 

" * R.II. 

Pro. Sir, I invite your highness and your train 
To my poor coll, where you shall take your rest 
This night ; and learn the story of my life, 

Sifice I came to this isle :-^oon in the morn, 

I’ll bring you to your ship, and so to Naples ; — 
Where I have hope to see the nuptials 
Oflhese, our dear beloved, solemniz'd ; — 

And thence retire me to my Milaq, where 
Fvery third thought shall be my grave. 

Alon. I long 

To hear the story of your life, which must 
Take the ear strangely. 

Pro. I’ll deliver all; 

And promise you calm seas, auspicious gales, 

With sail so expeditious, that shall catch 
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V our royal fleet far off. — ^And when 1 have 
Requir’d one airy vision of my spirits, — 

Which even now I do, (to prove my power 
To act what J have promis’d you, and give 
'riiese young ones a delight), I’ll break my staff, 

Bury it certain fathoms in the earth. 

And, deeper than did ever plummet sound, 
ril drown my book* — 

( Prospero weaves his wand — the scene vanishes j 
and discovers a view of a calm sea^ and the 
king's ship riding at anchor.^ 

Where art thou, Ariel ? Come ; 

J^'or thou hast princes now to entertain, 

And virgin beauties, with fresh youthful lovers : 

For the last time obey. 

At'i, (From the skj/.) Hail, Prospero, hail! 

Pro, Approach, descend ; be visible to all, 

Ariel and other Spirits descend in bright clouds* 
ArL I come, best master; 

And, for the freedom I enjoy in air, 

J will be still your Ariel, and wait 
On all the accidents that work for fate : 

Whatever may your happiness concern, 

From your still faithful Ariel you shall learn. 

QUARTETTO and CHORUS.— Ariel and 
Spirits. 

Where the bee sucksy there suck I ; 

In a cowslips s bell 1 lie ; 

There 1 couch when owls do cry : 

On the bat's hack I do Jly^ 

After summer merrily,— 

Merrily y merrily shall 1 live noWy 
Under the blossom that hangs on the hough, 

.{Ariel and the Spirits re^ascend into the sky,) 
P^Jo, Farewell, my much-lov’d Ariel : thou sfelt 

i 

I wift retain thee ever in ray mind. — 
you Hook in mov’d sort, — (To Alonso*) 

As if you were dismay’d ; be cheerflil, sir ; 
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Our revels now are ended : these our actors, 

As I foretold you, were all spirits, and 
Are melted into air, into thin air : 

And, like the baseless fitbrick of this vision, 

The cloud-capt towers, the gors^us palaces, 

The solemn t^I>les, the great globe itself. 

Yea, all which it inherit, shall dissolve ; 

And, tl]ua;^tiiisubstantial pamant faded. 

Leave not h tltck(l) behind.— cell awaits you. — 
Henceforth this land to the afflicted be 
A place of rdfh^, as it was to me : 

On mji^retreat let heaven and nature smile. 

And ever the Enchahiid Isle. 

- - * 

(1) more absurd thaa the attempt of sereral distin - 

to torture this phrase to wrack, I e. wreck. The 
imamnaUon with a stupeodous idea of 
ma^ln|ie$ wlim^ Prospero eyidently means that the £^eat globe 
fihall diStoke ; amt; like the insubstantial pageant which has just faded 
from tb^ sight, Ik^ve not eren a rack bebmd;--not so much as may 
be cowj^d to the last fleetiag vestage of a scattered cloud, shall sur- 
rire this tenrUde ^ssolution. 

It haSheeaiM^ested to read track tor rack, which may be counte- 
nanced by the fiu%rmg passage in the first scene of STimon ofAthem 
** But nks an eagle flight, bold, and foitli on. 

Leaning no track behind** 

But the meddUng spirit of eamdatioii, whose officioumess has rooted 
up too many flopeto with the weeds of Shakspeafe, will do well to re- 
ject so profltle#«fi t^ange. 


C$araeUrt mhe» the Curtain faU». 
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CATO. 

On its first appearance^ this tragedy was extravagantly extolled by 
the author’s friends, and as vehemently decried by his enemies, but at 
present there is no production of equal celebrity in the Knglish lan- 
guage upon the merits of which public opinion seems to be less divided. 
The subject is connccl^d with so many inspiring recollections, the 
hero’s character is so noble, and the sentiments are so elevated, that 
’tis iinposstble to peruse it without experiencing the most lively satis- 
faction, On the other hand, the plot is so deficient in interest, the 
actors in it are so little calculated to awaken our sympathy, and the 
love- scenes arc so completely devoid of passion, that the play never 
* drags its slow length along’ injhe theatre without trying the patience 
of an audience very severely. A dramatic poet, though he may trust 
to the judgmeul oi his readers^ must appeal strongly to the passions of 
spcclators, if he wishes to become popular; and hcncc it is that many 
tragedies, though abounding with faults and absurdities, have emi- 
nently succeeded by the mere force of pathos, while others which were 
deficient in this point have been received with indifference, though 
written with consummate judgment, and according to every rule of 
art. The most striking instance that can be adduced in support of this 
observation is the tragedy now under review, which though upheld 
for a time by the factitious support of party feeling, has long been 
tr(*ated wkh a degree of indi^rence approaching closely to utter neg ■ 
le' t. * 

The character of the composition has been briefly given by Johnson 
in so acute and discriminating a style, that it seems almost like unpar- 
donable pft*esumption to attempt to add any ihing to his pithy ami 
pertinent* observations. ** Of * Cato,' (says he) it has been, not un- 
justly, ^'termined, that it is rather a poem in dialogue than a drama ; 
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rather a succession of just sentiments in elegant language, than a re- 
presentation of natural affections, or of any stale possible or probable 
in human life. Nothing here excites or assuages emotion ; here is no 
magical power of raising phantastic terror or wild anxiety. The 
events are expected without solicitude, and are remembered without 
jov or sorrow. Of the agents we have no care ; we consider not what 
they arc doing, or what they are suffering ; we wish only to know 
what they hav'e to say. Cato is a being above our solicitude ; a man 
of whom the gods take care, and whom we leave to their care with 
heedless confidence. To the rest, neither gods nor men can have 
ranch attention, for there is not one amongst them that strongly at- 
tracts either affection or esteem ; but they are made the vehicles of 
such sentiments and such expression, that there is scarcely a scene 
which the reader does not wish to impress upon his memory.” 

The substance of every thing that can be said of the play seems here 
to be condensed into a dozen lines, and there remains nothing for 
minor scribblers like ourselves to perform, but to repeat or amplify 
the observations of our great predecessor. 

The defects of the plot we have already adverted to ; it is a strange 
‘ medley of philosophy and war,* which excites no curiosity in its pro- 
gress, and terminates lamely aud uo^tisfactorily. The incidents are 
frefjuently improbable and absurd, and the characters in general are 
cither elevated too much above humanity, or degraded too far below it, 
to admit of our feeling tlie slightest interest iii their fortunes. Ca/o\ 
is nobly drawn, and presents perhaps a finer picture of * an antique 
Roman,’ than cun elsewhere be met with, except in the plays of Shuk- 
speare, though some slight objections may fairly be urged even against 
this vigorous conception. His behaviour in the Senate-House evinces 
little decision or true heroism. He condescends to discuss the pro- 
priety of yielding to Casar, and immediately after, whcA summoned 
by Decius to surrender, he vapours in a high tone of defiance, and re- 
pels the idea with contempt. Yet, he seems to be but a poor gcneial, 
for he^^empts nothing and resolves upon nothing, l^xccpt to remain 
at till the arrival of the conqueror leaves no alternative but sub- 
rah^On or death. In the 4th, act his recommendation to Porcius to 
fori^ke a cause which he deems the sacred cause of liberty and virtue, 
smacks of inconsistency, nor is the manner in which he evades an ex- 
planation upon the subject extremely dignified. Fortitude, indeed. 
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*.?aiinot with the least appearance of justice be numbered amongst Ids 
virtues ; for though in the second act he expresses confidence in liis 
resources, and cannot think that his affairs are desperate, the treachery 
of Sempronins immediate!)^ subdues his spirit, the defection of the Nil- 
rnidians completes his disorder, and he resolves at once to escape from 
his troubles by death, instead of displaying true heroism by rising sti- 
, perior to tfiein. Ilis final speech again violates the integrity of the 
character. Addison seems to have feared that if he suffered his hero 
to expire justifying and glorying in the crime of self-murder, the ex- 
atnple might have a pernicious tendency; the piety of the Christian 
clashed with the judgment of the dramatist, and consistency was sacri- 
ficed to principle. The language of the part is declamatory, but ahvays 
forcible, and sometimes truly eloquent. His animated address to’the 
Senators (p. 15,) would inspire the most dastardly slave with tlie love 
of freedom ; ‘ the heart is stirred with it more than by a trumpet. ‘ 
JVJany other passages occur equally fine ; and the play has always been 
to popular dcclaimers a fertile garden, from which they have culled 
numerous flowers of rhetoric to orn.ament their orations in praise of 
liberty. 

It has has often been asserted that the love-scenes had no 
place in the piece as originally written, but were added at the 
instance of the author’s friendly who represented that popular prejudice 
rendered such a violation of the severe simplicity of the design indis- 
pensably necessary. This, however, is scarcely credible, for, as John- 
son has justly remarked, * the love is so intimately connected with the 
whole action, that it cannot easily be thought extrinsic and adventi- 
tious. If it were taken away, what would be left ? or how were the 
first four acts fdled in the fir.st draught?’ Be this as it may, it would 
be as well for Addison’s reputation had he never composed the .scenes 
in question ; his lovers arc dull uninteresting personages, and their 
-\nguagc is such as never yet was emplo 5 ’^ed by any beings labouring 
lUK^er similar feelings. ‘ When Idve's w'ell-tim’d, *tis not a fault to 
^ove,'’' 4 ^ys PoTchis, but every one must admit that Mars and Venus 
assort Wctchcdly in this piece, and that the reproaches which Marcia 
vents y(pon •/« Art for indulging iu fine speeches at such a critical junc- 
ture, i richly merited. Seldom in short has the passion been intro- 
du<‘c*/Vith less propriety, or depicted with less force and lU'^clinesS'. 
'fhi^ are just half-a-dozen sighing gentlemen and ladies, who appear 
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by turns in couples, deliver a set of spiritless phrases, and then retire, 
to make room for two others, who go through the same tiresome cerc- 
inony . The uniform manner in which each character is provided with 
its opposite, is also worthy of notice. The tenderness of Lucia is con- 
trasted with the fortitude of Marcia, and the impetuosity of Marcus 
with the discretion of Porcius. Tlic intemperance of Senipronius finds 
a foil in the prudence of Lucius, and Juha*s honourable love for Mar^ 
cia is opposed to the lawless passion of Sempronius. Place the Niimi- 
dian duplicity of Spphax against the noble Roman frankness of Cato, 
and tlie antithetical list includ'is the whole dramatis personae. 

But, the conduct of the love-scenes involves more faults than mere 
want of spirit The rivalry of two brothers, both of estimable character, 
is always productive of painful feelings, how delicately soever it may 
be managed ; and in the present instance, the behaviour of Porcius is 
not entirely free from an appearance of disingenuous ness and double- 
dealing, although it evidently was the poet’s intention to represent 
him as actuated by perfectly honourable principles. His advice to 
Marcus to overcome his passion for Lucia is extremely prudent, and 
would command our admiration, were it but a little more disinterested. 
This Marcus, it must be owned is sadly in the way, and it therefore is 
less surprising that his death is home by all parties with such admira- 
ble philosophy—* the Romans called it s^’oicism.* Juba is interesting, 
but rather tame, and it is hard to say whether all his veneration for 
the father’s principles would not evaporate, were it not kept from 
wavering by the charms of the daughter. Perhaps the most naturally 
drawn character is that of Syphax; his hypocritical wiles are depicted 
wltli great truth, and his language is extremely characteristic; yet we 
may M^ell be permitted to enquire how so malignant an old ruffian, who 
makes no secret of his rascally principles, but openly styles honour a 
mere cheat, came to be selected for the bosom-friend of the ingenuous 
Juba and his virtuous father. Nor is it very easy to understand what 
inducement he can possibly have to join the conspiracy, when he already, 
has J^ba*a promise that he riiall be * the second in Niimidia,* he" 
' can scarcely form higher expectations from the gratitude of Cmsar. 

* Wliat are his alms ? What is it he aspires to ?* Lucius is a well- 
meaning oidj^tleman, whose sole care from first to last seems to be 
^o kccfflifMW out of harm’s way. 

jileats are for the most part highly improbable. The con- 
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^piracy is altogether a strange gratuitous piece of folly, which termi- 
nHtcs«as ridiculously as it commences j and the clumsy expedient of 
dressing up Sevipronius in Juha*s clothes would be scouted in a mclo* 
dratnc at the lowest luinor theatre. * Gods ! what a thought was 
there!* — We know not whether to admire more the brilliancy of the 
idea or the promptitude with which it is put into execution. 

The dialogue then is the great and almost the only charm of this 
dramatic poem. The language is extremely harmonius, and the senti- 
ments are elevated and noble. How sublimely beautiful is the follow- 
ing comparison : 

^ Spphax. But, how stands Cato ? 

Senijrronius. Thott hast seen Mount Atlas : — 

Whilst storms and tempests thunder on its brows. 

And occaps break their billows at its feet. 

It stands unmov'd, and glories in its height. 

Such is that haughty man; liis tow*ring soul, 

’Midst nil the shocks and injuries of forfune, 

Rises superior, and looks down on Ctesar.* 

How characteristically does the following fine simile proceed from 
an African. — ^Thcy who most dislike the practice of terminating each 
act with a jingle, must still adAjit the beauty of the poetry:— 

* I Iniigli, to think how your unshaken Cato 
Will look aghast, while unforeseen destruction 
Pours in upon him thus from ev*ry side. 

So, where our wide Nuraidian wastes^pxtend, 

Sudden, the impetuous hurricanes descend, 

Wheel through the air, in circling eddies play. 

Tear up the sands, and sweep whole plains away. 

The helpless traveller, with wild surprise 
Sees the dry desert all around him rise, 

* And smother'd m the dusty whirlwind, dies.* 

And, what lines ever smacked more truly of the old Roman spirU 
than Cfl/f/«,noble address over the dead body of Marcus : 

, • “ Welcome, my son ! Here lay him down, my friends, 
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Full in my sight, that 1 may view at leisure 

The bloody corse, and count those glorious wounds.— 

How beautiful is death, when earn'd by virtue ! 

Who would not be tliat youth ? What pity is it 
That we can die but once to serve our country !— 

Why sits this sadness on your brows, my friends ? ^ 

1 should have blush'd if Cato's house had stood 
Secure, and flourish'd in a civil war?* 

But, we must indulge no farther in the citation of beauties, or wt 
shall quote half the play. The principal blemishes of the language are a 
want of spirit and feeling in the love^scenes, with occasiontil displays 
of turgidity and fustian. We question whether Lee, Goff, or Marlowe, 
those great masters of the art, ever produced anjr thing finer in the 
way of bombastic bathos, than tbe dying words of Semproniits , — 

* Gods, I'm distracted ! Hiis my close of life ! 

Oh, for a peal of thunder that would make 

Earth, Sea, and Air, and Heaven, and Cato tremble !* 

Sonic of the speeches, though fine in themselves, arc terribly out of 
character. For example, when Lucia tfclls Porcius the> must separate 
for ever, he exclaims — 

* Fix'd in astonishment, 1 gaze upon thee. 

Like one just blasted by a stroke from Heaven, 

Who pants for Jarcath, and stiffens, yet alive. 

In dreadful looks,— *a monument of wrath !* 


This appears to us to be extremely ridiculous, for thoiigb a bystander 
might thus p^t hhi situation, 'tis morally impossible that any one 
who cxpericB^^ such overwhelming sensations could so cloc^ucnily, 
describe thc^' ; but he presently finds means, in the midst of ail thi.<; 
horror, to nlftnufaeture a still prettier simile, expressive of his reluct- 
ance to part, which tbe prompter, we believe, has judiciously expunged 
from the acting-copy : — . , 


bus o'er the dying lamp, th* unsteady flame 
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Hanps quivering on a point, leaps off by fits, 

And falls again, as loth to quit its bold-' 

The whole scene, indeed, is a ridiculous piece of business, and is uti- 
si)aringly curtailed in representation, ns is one still weaker in the first 
art, in which Lucia confides to Marcia tlie secret of her love tor 
Porcius 

In one instance, the author seems to have been ambitious of trying 
his strength with Sbakspeare. The similarity which the following 
lines, delivered by Semproniusy bear to a passage in * Julius C;esar,’ 
must strike the most careless reader — 

‘ Oh, think what anxious moments pass, between 
The birth of plots, and their last fatal periods! 

Oh, *tis a dreadful interval of time, 

Fill'd up with horror all, and big with death \ 

Destruction hangs on every word we speak, 

On every thought, till the concluding stroke 
Detennines all, and closes our design.' 

C'omprtre this with the description gives of the same feel' 
iiigs— • • 


‘ Between the acting of a dreadful thing 
And the first motion, all the interim is 
Like a phantasma, or a hideous dream ; 

The genius and the mortal instruments 
Arc then in council, and the state of man 
Like to a little kingdom, suffers then 
The nature of an insurrcctloa.' 

• The ^sticklers for the Unities have highly eulogised the careful ob- 
servance of that of Place in this tragedy, the action of which is strictly 
confined to the common hall of Cato\v residence at Utica ; hut, while 
no obvious advantage is hereby gained, it is clearly productive of 
numbsrles9 absurdities, for who can be persuaded that such a spot of 
all others would be selected fof planning rapes and conspiracies against 
the inhabitants, or that the operations of love, patriotism, and treachery 
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('ould be carried on so cleverly by turns, without experiencing the 
slightest interruption. The players have conquered the diflSiculty in a 
very sunple manner, and have overturned, by the mere omission of 
four monosyllables, the classical fabric which Addison took so much 
pains to erect. Porcius^ in the first scene, says to Sempromus,^^ 

* My father has this morning call'd together 

To this poor ?ially his litUe Roman Senate ;* 

but, the words in Italics being expunged from the acting-copy, the 
Unity of Place has disappeared along with them. It was solely to 
preserve this imaginary heauty, that the author violated probability by 
exhibiting Cato's death on the stage. Common sense would appear to 
dictate that his children i?pon hearing his groans, should hasten to his 
assistance; but then the scene must have been changed, and this bar- 
barism was to be avoided at all hazards. 

* Cato’ is now seldom acted, though the author’s disserved celebrity, 
and the merit which it really possesses as a poem, cause it to be uni- 
versally read. It is the laboured production of a scholar, rather than 
the spontaneous effusion of a man of genius, and affords one more 
proof of the inadequacy of mere judgment, learning and study to form 
a good play, when unaccompanied by loftier qualities. Ps grand defect 
is want of interest, for the absence of which no beauty can compensate. 
There is no excitement. The reader is never hurried on in spite of 
himself, but indulges in a pause at the close of each act, with little 
curiosity about the events which the next may produce, though charm- 
ed with the loftiness of the idetis and the harmonious elegance of the 
language. 

Of Addison's life wc shall not pretend to give even an outline, since 
the masterly production of Johnson is in the hands of every one, but 
restrict ourselves to stating that, besides this tragedy, he produced two 
other, dramas, vis. 'Rpsamond,' an Opera, 1707, and *• The Drummer.', 
a Comedy, 1715* All his works, except the. la^t-mentioned ‘piece, 
were printed in 4 ypls. 4 to 1721, with a biographical preface by. 
Tickell, who tella us that Addison * tooknplhe design of writing a play 
upon this subject when he was very young at the Universitf , aii(l even 
aftcmptpd something in it there, though not a line asjb now stands. If 
he had found time, (adds Tickell} for writing another TragadF* 
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death of Socrates would have been his story.* The world, in all pro- 
bribility, has lost little by the non-fulfilment of this desijrn. 

The first four rj:ts of ‘ Cato’ were produced during^ Addison’s tra- 
vels on the continent ; and when, several years after, he was pressed 
to complete the work, he affected great disinclination to the task, and 
solicited Hughes to furnish him with a fifth act. * Hughes (says ,rohn- 
thought him serious, and undertaking the supplement, brought 
in a few days some scenes for his examination ; but he had in Ihc 
mean lime gone to work himself, and produced half an act, which he 
afterwards completed, but with brevity irregularly disproportionate to 
the foregoing parts i like a task performed with reluctance, and hur- 
ried to a conclusion.* 

The tragedy, thus perfected, was brought forward in 1713, at the 
theatre in Oriiry Lane, and immediately excited more attention than 
any piece that had preceded it. ‘ Cato,* said Pope, in one of his letters, 
WHS not so much the admiration of Rome in his own days, he is of 
Britain in ours.* This popularity, however, was almost entirely 
owing to the influence of party and the exertions of the author’s 
friends. Steele, in 1722, printed an edition of ‘ The Drummer,* 
with a dedication to Congreve, in which he thus revealed the secret of 
the extraordinary precautions employed to insure * Cato's’ success ; — 

* All the town knows how ofliciousl was in bringing it on. J promised 
before it was acted, and performed my duty accordingly to the au- 
thor, that I would bring together so just an audience on the first days 
of it, that it should he impossible for the vulgar to put its success or 
duo applause to any hazard.* — Pope, also, told Spejice that “ an audi- 
ence Avas laid for ‘The Distressed Mother;’ and when they found it 
would do, it was practised again, yet more successfully, for ‘ Cato.’ ” 
— We here see tlie commencement of the system of packing audi- 
cncc-s, which has seldom been employed with greater effect than in 
the cause of this tragedy. In the course of the season it was played 
• thirty«five times. Tick ell says, “the first run of it lasted a inontli, 
and th'en stopped only because one of the performers became incapa- 
ble of acting a prkieipal part. Its fame spread through Europe, and 
U has not only been translated into, but acted in, most of the lan- 
guageg of Christendom.” — The prologue, supplied by Pope, is one of 
the tiniest compositions of the kind ever 'written, though tlie last ten 
Uneb detract somewhat from its dignity. The play was published in 



1713, with cijrlit cominendatory poems prchxed, by Steele, Huglies, 
Young, Eusd^^n, Tickcll, Digby Cotes, Phillips, and Jeffries, in 
whirh its merit is asserted in terms of ludicrous extravagance. Inti- 
mation was conveyed to Addison the Queen wished it to be dedi- 
cated to her, but ha^^ng previously intended tliat compliment for 
another person, he found himself obliged, (says Tickell) by bis 
duty Oil tnc one hand, and his honour on the other, to send it iiilo lliC * 
world without any dedication/* 

Addison’s solicitude for the fate of his tragedy appears to have siir- 
pas<:cd even the usual anxiety of authors. The prologue originally 
contained the words, * llritons, arise!* but fearful that this might be 
construed into an instigation to rebellion, he prevailed upon Pope to 
substitute, * Britons, attend !* His behaviour on the first night was 
thus described by Mrs. 1 oi ter, the oiiginal J^ucia. Taking his station 
in the green-room, he dispatched a friend every min ut^‘ Jo ascertain 
how things went on, in order that if he failed, he might receive inti- 
mation of his fate, without exposing himself to tlie mortitiealion ol 
hearing the hisses of the audience; but so vehement was the applause, 
that it was frequently audible in the green-room. Yet even this was 
insiifiicient to inspire him with confidence, and it was not till the final 
fall of the curtain that he felt himself secure, and ventured to leave 
his scat to receive the congratulations <Jf his friends. 

The part of Cato was originally played by Booth, who raised him- 
self to dial inguished reputation, by the performance. The circum- 
stances which led to his assumption of the character are thus related 
by Victor. Addison being too diflident to read his play at the theatre, 
requested Cibber to sujiply his place, who executed the task so much 
to the author’s satisfaction, that be insisted on bis performing the 
part of Cato. Cibber, however, was too good a judge of his own 
powers to risk his reputation in. a character so unsuited to them, 
and therefore preferred that of Syphax^ while Wilks chose Juha. 
Cato, still remained undisposed of, but they both agreiyl that 
Booth would be the most proper representative, and Wilks, fearing 
that Booth <{ then a young man) would dislike the idea of performing 
so old a character, took the part to his lodgings himself, to impress 
upon bin mind its consequence, and persuade him to accept it. «Booth 
to disregard the imtiortance of the part, and to assume it 
H^Iy hi compliance with the managers* wishes, which condescend* 
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)n^ behaviour, with bis admirable acting, delighted botli the mana^ 
grrs and the public. Every one has heard the story of Lord Boling' 
broke, who sent for him to his box on the first evening, and presented 
him, in the name ol the Whig party, with a purse of fifty guineas, 
for 80 well defending the cause of liberty against a perpetual dictator. 
“ This (says Pope) was an incidental piece of good luck, and carried 
the success of the piny beyond what was ever expected " The Tories, 
on tb$^ other hand, to avoid the suspicion of being enemies of frce> 
dom^applaudcd as vehemently as the Whigs, and thus the rivalry of 
( outending factions, subsiding for tlie first and only time into perfect 
unanimity, procured for the play a popularity which could scarcely 
have been achieved by its its intrinsic value. 

Booth's most celebrated successors in the cheractei* of Cato hai e 
been Quin, Sheridan, and Kemble. Of the two former, tlie editors 
of the * Dramatic Censor,* 1770, remark, ** for a dumb Cato we 
should give Mr. Quin great pre'eminence, but for a speaking one 
prefer Mr. Sheridan.” The physical povrers of Kemble staggered 
under his mighty conception of the part, yet he still rendered the 
performance one of the grandest ever witnessed. His noble bearing 
in the Senate-scene, his encounter with the conspirators, the manner 
in which he received the intelligence of Marcus' death, and the skill 
with which he depicted the conflict between the artificial apathy of the 
Stoic, and tlfe n*atnral grief of *the parent, can never fade from the 
recollection of those who witnessed them. The present generation of 
play goers unavoidably connect the idea of this and similar characters 
with Kemble’s unrivalled personations of them, and the mind reverts 
to bis career on the stage with unalloyed satisfaction. He exalted and 
ennobled the character of his profession not only by his transcciidenl 
abi'iities as an actor, but by his irreproachable behaviour as a private 
gentleman, and is remembered with most affectionate veneration by 
all friends of that profession, who rince his departure look in vain for 
those heroic characters which he seemed expressly formed to sustain: 

.• 

“ AL s ! they live in memory’s page alone, 

And are no more, save in the minds of men ; 

We see, we hear them not, for he is gone, 

• Who with the chain of vast conception drew 
Past ages back upon ns, and who knew 
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To charm, .to life the images sublime 
That lay unheeded in the womb of time. 

Vet will he live> when many a loftier name 
Has sought the nothingness from whence it came ; 

And when that noble form shall coldly rot 
In death's embrace, unnotic'd and forgot, 

The recollection of his worth will be 
A fadeless halo round his memory. 

Mind rests upon itself. — ^This mortal clay. 

This dross of being, may with time decay. 

But as it mingles with its parent earth. 

The mind from heaven receives a second birth.* 

Oh, may he oft iu calm retirement gaze 
‘ Through the long vista of departed days,’ 

.A.nd all thi; honours he enjoy'd before 
Come back like sweet reality once more, 

To soothe thi: thoughts of retrospective age, 

And cheer the close of life's brief pilgrimage. 

Then shall Melpomene bewail bis doom. 

Shall twine her leaves of cypress round his touib, 

And sighing say, whilst mourning Kemble's fall. 

This was the noblest Bauman of them alt.Y* 

Kemble was perhaps the hrst actor who paid much attention to the 
classical correctness of dresses, scenery, &c. in the production of this 
play. “ Cato*s long wig, flowered gown, and lacquered chair,” when 
played by Booth, are immortalized by the satire of Pope ; and the 
costume of the original representative appears to have been carefully 


* This idea is taken from Simon Stijl, a Dutch poet of the last cen- 
tury, who says — 

“ Als*t lichaam sterft, dan wordt de zicl herboren.” 

Whene’er the body dies, the soul is bom again. 

t Extract from an unpublished poem, by H. S. Van I)yl;f, Esq? 
itboFijf l* Theatrical Portraits," 1822. 
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copied by most of his successors. There are portraits of Sheridan in 
the character^ executed not more than forty years since, which repre- 
sent him deliverings the Soliloquy in an old-fashioned elbow-chair, 
attired in a modem waistcoat and dressing-gown, a bag wig, long- 
quartered shoes and buckles, and holding in his hand a neat pocket 
edition of Plato on tlie Immortality of the Soul. When the play was 
revived at Co vent Garden, in 1811, th^se absurdities were reformed 
altog^hcr, the most scrupulous attention being paid to propriety of 
I'ostime, &c. 

The summer after the tragedy was first performed, some of the 
comedians, fancyitig that a burlesque of so celebrated a piece could 
not fail to prove an attractive exhibition, produced one at a theatre in 
the vdcinity of London: Norris playing Caio, and Penkethman, Juia 
Tae opening lines will show its character : 

‘‘J^orctus. This is, indeed, a damn'd dark cloudy morning; 

Yon ass’s bray portends approaching rain. 

The clouds, big-bellied, teem with drizzling showers, 

To weep the fate of Rome, our mother-city, 

And Cato’s, too, our old dejected dad. ** 

The magistrates, however, prohibited a repetition of this bufToonciy? 

On the 4th of January, 1749, ** Cato’* was played at Leicester 
House, the rc.sifV'ncc of the Prince of Wales, by some juvenile 
branches of the nobility and royal family; the character of Cei/o being 
sustained by Prince George, father of his present Majesty, and that of 
. 3/nrci« by the Princess Augusta, late Duchess of Brunswick. A pro- 
logue and epilogue, wiitten for the occasion, by Mallett, are printed 
in the ‘ Gentleman’s Magazine’ of that month. The former, deli- 
vered by Prince George, contained a passage which perhaps suggested 
to him that memorable declaration in his first speech from the throne 
— Born and educated in the country, I glory in the name of Briton." 
It ran thus : — 

• ^ ** Should this superior to my years be thought, 

'linow — 'Cwas the first great lesson 1 was taught. 

What, tho’ a boy ! it may with pride be said, 

A boy in England born, in England bred/* 

^The piopei«way of pronouncing the word Cato has at various pe- 
riods been the subject of muclitdiscussiou, some sounding the a 
slender, as in spade, and others open, as in father. The adv'ocat&s 
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of tlie latter practice tell us that such was assuredly the custom of the 
Romaos, but it is by no means dear that the manner in which they 
pronounced their language has ever been ascertained with any degree 
of certainty ; and the probability is, that were Horace to hear one of 
his Odes repeated by the most accomplished Latin scholar now \ii ex- 
istence, he would not be able to understand his own lines. There is a 
pleasant story related of a disp 'te which took place between Garrick 
and ^uin upon the above point. Quiii used the open er, and having 
one evening discussed the question with Garrick in the green-room 
somewhat too warmly, the latter thus revenged himself. Going for- 
ward to give out the play for the next night, he said, “ Ladies and 
Gentlemen, to-iiiorruw evening will be performed the tragedj^ of 
‘ Cato,’ (pronouncing the a soft,) the part of Carto by Mr. Quin.” 

Some of the ideas in the celebrated Soliloquy, which has been 
praised beyond its merits, appear evidently to ha^’^e been suggested by 
a passage in Sir John Davies’s poem called “ Nosce Teipsum,” 16011. 
We subjoin a few lines from this production, to shew the resemblance. 

Doubtless all souls have a surviving thought, 
ll>erefore of death we think with quiet mind ; 

But if wc think of being turn’d to nought, 

A trembling horror in our souls we And. 

Hence springs that universaFstiong desire 
Which all men have of immortality ; 

Not some few spirits to this thought aspire. 

But all men’s minds in this united be.” 

Johnson, says “ the last line of ‘ Cato* is Pope’s, having been origin- 
ally written — 

“ And, oh! ’twas this that ended Cato’s lih ,” 

Pope might have made mure objections to the six concluding lines. In 
the first couplet the words /ram Aeacc arc improper, and the second 
line 38 taken fromDryden’s Virgil, Of* the next couplet,, the fifst 
verse being included in the second, is therefore useless ; and in the 
third, di 9 tt 6 rd\& made to produce ittrife** 

' Addison’s enemies asserted that ** Cato” was written slowly and In- 
horibnsly; but Steele, who doubtless was well-infoimed uponVbe sub- 
‘‘shys in the Dedication of “ Th#Druramer,” already mentioned, 
^l-Nilver play, which would bring any reputation for wit and conduct. 
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employed the author so little a time in writing ; if I remember right, 
the 5th act was written in less than a week’s time.” Take also Pope’s 
testimony upon this point '‘He wrote very fluently, but was slow 
and scrupulous in correcting ; he would alter any thing to please his 
fiiomls, before publication, but would not retouch his pieces after- 
wards ; and 1 believe not one word in ' Cato,’ to which I made an ob> 
jection, was suffered to stand.” 

We close this article with some specimens of Dennis’s celebrated 
attack upon the tragedy. His arguments are violent but acute, and 
doubtless gave the sensitive author no little uneasiness. Our extracts 
should be more copious, but that the composition has been rendered 
familiar by the notice given of it in Johnson’s Life of Addison : — 

“ The grief of Cato in the 4th act is not one jot more in nature than 
that of his son and Lucia in the 3d. Cato receives the news of his son’s 
death not only with dry eyes, but with a sort of satisfaction ; and in the 
same page sheds tears for the calamities of his country, and docs the 
same thing in the next page upon the bare apprehension of the danger of 
his friends. Now, since the love of one’s country is the love of one’s 
countrymen, as 1 have shewn upon another occasion, I desire to ask 
these questions: Of all our countrymen, which do we love most, those 
whom we know, or those whom we know not And of those whom we 
know, which do we cherish most, our friends or our enemies } And of 
our friends, which are the dearest to us, those who are related to us, 
or tliose who are not ? And of all our relations, for which have we 
most tenderness, for those who are near to us, or those who are re- 
mote ? And of our near relations, which are the nearest, and conse- 
(^uently the dearest to us, our offspring or others ? Our offspring, most 
certainly ; as nature, or in other words Providence, has wisely con- 
trived for the preservation of mankind. Now, does it not follow, from 
what has been said, that for a man to receive the news of his son’s 
death with dry eyes, and weep at the same time for the calamities of 
•his country, is a wretched affectation, and a miserable inconsistency ? 
Is not that, in plain English, to receive with dry eyes the news of the 
deaths of those for whose sake our country is a name so dear tO'US, 
and at the same time to shed tears for those for whose sakes our country 
is not a ndkne so dear to us ?” 

The absurdities springing from the strict observance of the Unity of 
Place are mercilessly ridiculed. “ Ujton the departure of Porcius in 
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the first Bcene^ (says he) Sempumius makes but ono soliloquy, aud 
in comes Syphax, and then the two politicians are at it immediately, 
" They lay their heads together, with their snuff-boxes in their hauds, 
as Mr. Bayes has it, and league it away. But, in the midst of this wise 
scene, Spphax seems to give a seasonable caution to Sempronius : — 

* But it is true, Sempronius, that your senate 
Is call'd together ? Gods I thou must hq cautious, 

Cato has piercing eyes.’ 

There is a great deal of caution shewn indeed, in meeting in a gover- 
nor's own hall to carry on their plot against him. Whatever opinion 
they have of his eye«, I suppose they had none of his ears, or they 
never would have talked at this foolish rate.” 

** But let us come to the scenery of the 5th act. Cato appears first 
upon the scene, sitting in a thoughtful posture ; in bis hand Plato’s 
treatise on the Immortality of tne Soul, a drawn sword on the table by 
him. Now, let us consider the place in which this sight is presented to 
us. The place, forsooth, is a long ball. Let us suppose that any one 
should place himself in this posture ia the midst of one of our halls in 
London ; that he should appear solusy in a sullen posture, a drawn 
sword on the table by him, in his hand Plato's treatise on the Immor- 
tality of the Soul, translated lately by Bernard LinTut ; I desire the 
reader to consider whether such a person as this would pass with them 
who beheld him, for a great patriot, a great philosopher, or a general, 
or for some whimsical person who fancied himself all these ; and whe- 
ther the people who belonged to the .family, would think that such a 
person had a desigu upon their midriffs or his own ? 

In short, that Cato should sit long enough, in the aforesaid pos- 
ture, in the midst of this large hall, to read over Plato's treatise on 
the Immortality of the Soul, which is a lecture of two long hours; that 
he should propose to himself to be private there upon that occasian ; that, 
he should be angry with his son for intruding there ; then, that he 
should learSv^is hall upon the pretence of sleep, give himself the mor- 
tal wo^fn his bed-chamber, be brought back Jato that hall to ex- 
pir^^lgyiy to shewhis good-breeding, and save his friends the double 
up to bis bed-chamber, all this appears to me to be impro- 
Je,i|sere4ihle, impossible.” P, ]p. 





CATO. 

riosh-colourcd dress, black Roman sandels, white Roman tunic, 
ind white kerseymere toga edged with scarlet. 

LUCIUS. 

Roman toga ami tunic, ilcsh-coloured dress, and black sandals. 
PORCIUS. 

Roman breast-plate and lambrakins, scarlet mantle, flesh-coloured 
Ircss, red sandals, and helmet. 

MARCIUS. 


Ibid. 


DECIUS. 


Ibid, 


JUBA. 

Scarlet satin jacket, blue satin robe, rich bracelets and coronet, 
■opper- coloured flesh dress. 

SYPHAX. 


Black jacket, rich breast -iilute, scarlet sash, and white trowsers, 
ichly embroidered. • 

JUNIUS. 

Roman dress, 

TITUS. 


Ibid. 


SENATORS. 

Roman togas, tunics, flesh.-coloured dresses and blaek sandals. 
FASCES, ROMAN GUARDS. 

Roman dresses. 


NUMIDIAN GUARDS. 


Turkish robes, white vests and trowsers, yellow boots, turbans, 
icin waters and spears. 

LUCIA. 

White muslin dress, with blue Roman drapery. 

, . . MARCIA. 

White muslin dress, — ^ibid. 
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7'itus ' Mr. Penn. 
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ACT. I. 

SCENE I . — A Hall in the Palace. 

Enter Porcius, r,u. and Marcus, l.h. 

* Par. The dawn is overcast, the morninfi: lowers, 
And heavily in clouds brings on the day, 

The great, the important day, big with the fate 
Of Cato and of Rome. — Our fathcr*s death 
Would fill up all the guilt of civil war. 

And close th^ scene of blood. Already Caesar 
lias ravag’d more than half the globe, and sees 
Mankind grown thin by his destructive sword ; 

Should he go further, numbers would be wanting 
To form new battles, and support his crimes. 

V> gods, what bavock does ambition make 
Among your works ! 

Mar, Thy steady temper, Porcius, 

Can look on guilt, rebellion, fraud, and Csesar, 

In the calm lights of mild philosophy: 

•Fjn tortur’d, even to madness, when 1 think 
Oik thfe* proud victor ; every time he’s named, 

Pljarsalia rises to my view ; I sec 
The insulting tyrant prancing o’er the field 
Sirow’d with Rome's citizens, and drench’d in slaugh- 
ter. 

O Porcius, is there not some chosen curse, 

• n 



2 CATO- 

Sorne hidden thunder in the stores of heaven, 

Red with uncommon wrath to blast the man 
Who owes his greatness to his country’s ruin ! 

For, Believe me, Marcus, 'tis an impious great- 
ness. 

And mix’d with too much horror to be envied. 

How does .the lustre of our father’s actions. 

Through the dark cloud of ills that cover him, 

Break out, and burn with more triumphant brightness ! 
llis suif’rings shine, and spread a glory round him : 
Greatly unfortunate, he fights the cause 
Of honour, virtue, liberty, and Rome. 

Mar, Who knows not this ? But what can Cato do 
Against a world, a base degenerate world. 

That courts the yoke, and bows the neck to Caesar ? 
Pent up in Utica, he vainly forms 
A poor epitome of Roman greatness, 

And, cover’d with Numidian guards, directs 
A feeble army, and an empty senate. 

Remnants of mighty battles fought in vain. * 

By heavens, such virtues, join’d witli such success. 
Distract my very soul : our father’s fortune 
Would almost tempt us to renounce his precepts. 

For, Remember what our father oft kas told us : 
The ways of heaven are dark and intricate : 

Our understanding traces them in vain ; 

Lost and bewilder’d in the fruitless search, 

Nor sees with how much art the windings run, 

Nor where the regular confusion ends. 

Mar, These are suggestions of a mind at ease : 

O Porcius, didst thou taste but half the griefs 
That wring my soul, thou couldst not talk thus calmly. 
Passion un pitied and successless love 
Plant daggers in my heart, and aggravate 
My other griefs. Were but my Lucia kind,—' 

(Cmwc.s* /o R.H.) 

For. (jiside.) — Thou seest not that thy brother is 
tby rival : 

But I must hide it ; for I know thy temper.— ' 

Now, Marcus, now thy virtue’s on the proof: 
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Put forth thy utmost strength, work every nerve, 

And call up all thy father in thy soul : 
lo quell the tyrant love, and guard thy heart 
On this weak side, where most our nature fails, 

Would be a conquest worthy Cato’s son. 

Mar. Alas, the counsel which I cannot take, 

Instead of healing, but upbraids my weakness. 

Love is not to be reason’d down, or lost 
in high ambition, and a thirst of greatness ; 

’Tis second life, that grows into the soul. 

Warms every vein, and beets in every pulse : 

I feel it here : my resolution melts— 

JPor. Behold young Juba, the Numidian prince : 

He loves our sister Marcia, greatly loves her ; 

But still the smother’d fondness burns within him : 
The .sense of honour and desire of fame 
Drive the big passion back into his heart.^^ — 

What ! shall an African, shall Juba’s heir, 

Reproach great Cato’s son, and show the world 
A virtue wanting in a Roman soul ? 

Mar. No more, no more ! your words leave stings 
behind ’em. 

Whene’er did Juba, or did Porcius, show 
A virtue that has cast me at a distance, 

And thrown me out in the pursuits of honour ? 

{Crosses to l.h.) 

. Por. O Marcus, did I know the way to ease 
Thy troubled heart, and mitigate thy pains, 

Believe me, I could freely die to do it. 

Mar. Thou best of brothers, and thou best of friends ! 
Pardon a weak distemper’d soul, that swells 
With sudden gusts, and sinks as soon in calms, 

The sport of passions. — But, Sempronius comes; 

He must not find this softness hanging on me. 

* • - [Exitf n.H. 


Enter Sempronius, r.h. 

« • 

Sem/ Conspiracies no^ner should be form’d 
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Than executed. — {Aside ,) — What means Porcius 
here? 

[ like not that cold youth. 1 must dissemble, 

And speak a language foreign to riiy heart. — 

Good morrow, Porcius ! J-<et us once embrace. 

Once more embrace, whilst yet we botli arc free : 
To-morrow, should we thus express our friendship, 
li^ach might receive a slave into his arms : 

This sun, perhaps, this morning's sun’s the last 
That e’er shall rise on Roman liberty. 

Par. My father has this iborning call’d together 
His little' Roman senate, — 

The leavings of Pharsalia, — to consult 

If yet he can oppose the might v torrent 

That bears down Rome and all her gods before it, — 

Or must, at length, give up the world to Caesar. 

Se?u, Not all the pomp and majesty of Rome 
('an raise her senate more than Cato’s presence : 

H is virtues render her assembly awful, 

They strike with something like religious fear. 

And make even Caesar tremble at the head 
Of armies flush’d with conquest. O my Porcius, 
Could 1 but call that wonderous man my father. 
Would but thy sister Marciir be propitious 
'J^Mby friend’s vows, J might be bless’d indeed.* 

Por, Alas ! Sempronius, would’st thou talk of lovi 
Po Marcia, whilst her father’s life’s in danger? 

I’hou might’st as well court the pale trembling vestal 
When >he beholds the holy flame expiring. 

Sem. The more I see the wonders of thy race, 

'Pile more I’m charm’d. Thou must take heed, m 
Porcius ; 

The world has all its eyes on Cato’s son: 

Thy father’s merit sets thee up to view. 

And shows thee in the fairest point of light. 

To make thy virtues, or thy faults conspicuous. 

JF^* Well dost thou seem to check my lingerin 
here 

On this imppttant hour. — I'll straight away, , 

^ Crosses /p n,n 
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'Fo animate the soldiers’ drooping courage 
Witli love of freedom, and contempt of life, 

A.nd try to rouse up all that’s Roman in ’em. 

*Tis not in mortals to command success ; . 

But we’ll do more, Seinpronius, we’ll deserve it. 

R.H. 

Scm, Curse on the stripling ! How he apes his 
sire. 

Ambitiously sententious ! — But I wonder, 

Old Syphax comes not. His Numidian genius 
Is well dispos’d to mischief — 

Cato has us’d n»e ill : he has refus'd 
His daughter Marcia to my ardent vows : 

Besides, his baffled arms and rtiinM cause 
Arc bars to my ambition. Caesar’s favour, 

That showers down greatness on his friends, will 
raise me 

To Rome’s first honours. If 1 give up Cato, 

I claim in my reward his captive daughter. — 

Syphax comes. 


Enier Syphax, l.h. 

• • 

Syph, Sempronius, ail is reai^jf . 

I’ve sounded my Numultans, man by man. 

And find them ripe for a revolt ; they all 
Complain aloud of Cato’s discipline, 

And wait but the command to change their master. 

Sem. .Believe me, Syphax, there’s no time to waste ; 
Kven whilst we speak our conqueror comes on, 

And gathers grouttd upon us every moment. 

But tell me, hast thou yet drawn o’er young Juba? 
7'hat still would recommend thee more to Caesar, 

And challenge belter terms. 

Si/ph, Alas, he’s lost, 

He’s lost, Sempronius^ all his thoughts are full 
Of Cato’s virtues ! — rBut I’ll try once more. 

For evtry instant I expect himbere, 
if yeCl. can subdue thos^^ stubborn principles 
Of faith, of honour, and I know not what, 

fi3 
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That have corrupted his Numidian temper^ 

And struck the infection into all lui; soul. 

Sem, Be sure to press upon him every motive ; 
Juba’s surrender, since his father’s death, 

Would give up Africk into Cee||»r’s hands, 

And make him lord of half thef burning zone. 

Sj/ph, But is it true, Sempronius, that your senate 
Is call’d together ? Gods ! thou must be cautious : 
Cato has piercing eyes, and will discern 
Our frauds, unless they’re cover’d thick with art. 

Sem, Let me alone, good Syphax : I’ll conceal 
My thoughts in passion : ’tis the surest way ; 

I’ll bellow out for Rome and for my country, 

And mouth at Ctesar, till I shake the senate : 

Your cold hypociisy’s a stale device, 

A worn-out trick ; would’st thou be thought in 
earnest. 

Clothe thy feign’d zeal in rage, in fire, in fury. 

S]l/pli, In troth, thou’rt able to instruct grey hairs. 
And teach the wily African deceit. 

Sem. Once more, be sure to try thy skill on Juba. 
Meanwhile, I’ll hasten to my Roman soldiers, 

' (^Cwsses to L.H.) 

Inflame the mutiny, and, unt^hand. 

Blow up their discontents, t^pbey break out 
Unlock’d for, and discharg^lfiemselves oh Cato. 
Remember, Syphax, we must work in haste’i 
O think, what anxious mcanents pass bet^en 
The birth of plots, and their last fatal. U j |p >ds ; 

It is a dreadful interval of time, 

Fill’d up with horror all, and big with death ; 
Destrnction hangs on every word we speak. 

On every thought, till the concluding stroke 
Determines all, and closes our design. 

[Exit^ I..H. 

Sj/ph. I’ll try if yet I can reduce to reason 
This headstrong youth, and make him spurn at Cato. 
Tl|p time is shorty Caesar comes rushing on us; — 
But hold !' — Young Juba sees me, and approaches*. 
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Enter Juba, advances R.ii. 

Juba. Syphax, I joy to meet thee thus alone. 

1 have observ’d oflate thy looks are fallen, 

O’ercast with gloomy cares and discontent ; 

Then tell me, Syphax, I conjure thee, tell me, 

What are the thoughts that knit thy brow in frowns. 
And turn thine eye thus coldly on thy prince? 

S^ph, 'Tis not my talent to conceal niy thoughts. 
Nor carry smiles and sunshine in my face. 

When discontent sits heavy at my heart ; 

I have not yet so much the Roman in me. 

Juba, Why dost thou cast out such ungenerous 
terms 

Against these wonderous sovereigns of the world ? 

Dost thou not see mankind fall down before ’em. 

And own the force of^their superior virtue ? 

Syph, Gods ! whereas the worth that sets this people 
up 

Above your own Cfumidia’s tawny sons ? 

Do they with tougher sinews bend the bow ? 

Or flies the javelin swifter to its mark. 

Launch’d from the vigour of a^Roman arm ? 

Who, like our active African, instructs 
The fiery steed, and trains him to his hand ? 

Or guides in troops the embattled elephant, 

Loaden with war ? These, these are arts, my prince. 

In which your Zama does not stoop to Rome. 

Juba, 'fhese all are virtues of a meaner rank. 
Perfections that are plac’d in bones and nerves : 

A Roman soul is bent on higher views. 

To mjike man mild, and sociable to man, — 

To cultivate. the wild licentious savage 
With wisdom, discipline, and liberal arts, — 

'J'he embellishments of life,— viftues like these 
Makf? human nature shine, reform the soul, 

And break our fierce barbarians into men. 

(Crows fo L.H.) 
B 4; 
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Syph. Patience, kind heavens ! — Excuse an old 
man's warmth ; — 

Whnt are these womierous civilizing arts, 

This Roman polish, and this smooth behaviour. 

That render man thus tractable and tame ? 

Are they not only to disguise our passions, 

To set our looks at variance wdth our thoughts ? 

In short, to change us into other creatures 
Than what our nature and the gods design'd us? 

Juba, To strike thee dumb, turn up thy eyes to 
Cato; 

There may'st thou see to what a godlike height 
The Roman virtues lift up mortal man : 

Renouncing sleep, and rest, and food, and ease. 

He strives with tiiirst and hunger, toil and heat; 

And, when his fortune sets before him all 
The pomps and pleasures that our souls can wish. 

His rigid virtue will accept of none. 

Spph. Believe me, prince, there's not an African 
That traverses our vast Numidian deserts 
In quest of prey, and lives upon his bow. 

But better practises these boasted virtues ; 

Coarse are his meals, the fortune of the chase; 

Amidst the running stream he slakes liis tllirst,-— 

Toils all the day, and, at the approach of night. 

On the first friendly bank he throws him down. 

Or rests his bead upon a rock till morn ; 

Then rises fresh, pursues his wonted game,~ 

And if, the following day, he chance to find 
A new repast, or an untasted spring, 

Blesses his stars, and thinks it luxury. 

Juba, Thy prejudices, Syphax, won’t discern 
What virtues grow from ignorance, and choice; 

Nor how the hero differs from the brute* 

But, grant that others could, with equal glory. 

Look down on pleasures and the baits of sense. 

Where sbidl we find tlie man that bears affliction. 

Great majestic in his griefs, like Cato ? 

How ilj^s be rise against a load of woes, 

Andiitank the irods that throw the weiirht unon him ! 
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Syph, Tis pride, rank pride, and hauglitine«6 of 
soul ; 

f think, the Romans call it S^rjtcis?n. 

Had not your royal father thought so highly 
Of Roman virtue, and of Cato's cause, 

He had not fallen, by a slave's hand, inglorious; 

Nor would his slaughter’d army now have lain 
On A-frick’s sainls, disfigur’d with their wounds, 

'ro gorge the wolves and vultures of Numidia. 

Juba* Why dost thou call my sorrows up afresh ? 

My father’s name brings tears into my eyes. 

Sypk, Cih, that you’d profit by your father’s ills ! 
Juba* What would’st thou have me do ? 

Syph* Abandon Cato. 

Juba* Never: — 1 should be more than 'twice an 
orphan 
By such a loss. 

Syph, Ay, there’s the tie that binds you, 

You long to call him father ; Marcia’s charms 
Work in your heart unseen, and plead for Cato ; 

No wonder, you are deaf to all I say. 

Juba* No more; — your zeal becomes importu- 
nate.— 

I’ve hitherto permitted it to rave, 

And talk at large : but learn to keep it in. 

Lest it should take more freedom than I’ll give it. 

{^Crosses to R.n.) 
Syph, Yet hear me, prince, tho* hard to conquer 
love, 

'Tis easy to divert and break its force ; 

Absence might cure it, or a second mistress 
Light up another fiamc, and put out this. 

The glowing dames of Zama’s royal court 
Have f^ces Hush'd with more exalted charms ; 

The siin, that rolls his chariot o’er their heads, 

Works up more fire and colour in their cheeks : 

Were you with these, my prince, you’d soon forget 
The p^le unripen’d beiiuties of the north. 

Juba, ’Tis not a set of features, nor complexion, 

The tincture of a skin, that I admire : 

B o 
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Beaaty soon grows familiar to the lover, 

Facies in his eye, and palls opon the sense. 

The virtuous Marcia towers above her sex : 

True, she is fair, — O how divinely fair ! — 

But still the lovely maid improves her charms 
With inward greatness, unafieeted wisdom, 

And sanctity of manners. Cato’s soul 
Shines out in every thing she acts or speaks, 

While winning mildness and attractive smiles 
Dwell in her looks, and with becoming grace 
Soften the rigour of her father’s virtues, 

{Crosses to l.h.) 
Syph. How does your tongue grow wanton in her 
praise 1 

But, on iny knees, I beg you would consider— 

Juha^ Ha ! is’t not she ? — It is ; — she moves this 
way : 

And with her Lucia, Lucius’s fair daughter. 

My heart beats thick. — I pr’ythee, Syphax, leave me. 

{Crosses to k.h.) 

Syph. Ten thousand curses fasten on them both ! 
Now will this woman, with a single glance, 

Undo what Tve been labouring all this while. 

[^Exity L.H. 

Enter Marcia and Lucia, r h. 


Juba. Hail, charming maid! How does thy beauty 
smooth 

The face of war^ and make even horror smile ! 

At sight of thee my heart shakes off its sorrows ; 

I feel a dawn of joy break in upon me, 

And for a while forget the approach of Caesar. 

Mar. I should be griev’d, young prince, to think my 


Unbt|p your thoughts, and slacken’d them to arms, 
warm with slaughter, our victorious foe 
^^l^atens aloud, and calls you to the field. . 

O Marcia, let me hope thy kind concerns 
imi^nlle wishes follow me to battle : 
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The thought will give new vigour to my arm. 

Add strength and weight to my descending sword, 
^nd drive it in a tempest on the foe. 
f Mar. My prayers and wishes always shall attend 
The friends of Home, the glorious eause of virtue, 
And men approv’d of by the gods and Cato. 

Juha. That Juba may deserve thy pious cares, 
ril gaze for ever on thy godlike father, 

Transplanting, one by one, into my life 
His bright perfections, till I shine like him. 

Mar. My father never at a time like this 
Would lay out his great soul in words, and waste 
Such precious moments. 

t/wAa. Thy reproofs are just, 

Thou virtuous ijiaid. Til hasten to my troops. 

And fire their languid souls with Cato’s virtue. 

If e’er I lead them to the field, when all 
. The war shall stand rang’d in its just array, 

And dreadful pomp, then will I think on thee, — 

O h)vely maid ! — then will I think on thee ; 

And, in the shock of charging hosts, remember 
What glorious deeds should grace the man who 
hopes 

For Marcia’s love. * \Exit^ l.h. 

Luc. Marcia, you’re too severe : 

How could you chide, and drive so sternly from you, 
A prince that loves and dotes on you to death ? 

Mar. How, Lucia! would’st thou have me sink 
away 

In pleasing dreams, and lose myself in love, 

When every moment Cato’s life’s at stake? 

LiUC. Why have not I this constancy of mind, 

Who have so many griefs to try its force ? 

Pity and love, by turns, oppress my heart. 

Mar. Lucia, dishurthen all thy cares on me, 

And let me share thy most retir’d distress : 

Tell me, who raises up this conflict in thee ? 

Zriftc. Lneed not blush to name them, when I say. 
They’re Mareia’s brothers, and the sous of Cato. 

b6 
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Mar, But tell me^ whose address thou favour’sl 
most : 

I long to know, and yet I dread to hear it. 

Luc. Suppose ’twere Porcius, — could you blame my 
choice ? 

0 Porcius, thou hast stolen away my soul ! 

Marciusis furious, wild, in his complaints; 

1 hear him with a secret kind of dread, 

And tremble at his vehemence of temper. 

Mar. Alas, poor youth ! — And carist thou throw him 
from thee? 

^ow will thy coldness raise 

Tempests and storihs in his afflicted bosom ! 

I dread the consequence. 

Luc. You seem to plead 
Against your brother Porcius. 

Mar. Lucia, no ; 

Had Porcius been the unsuccessful lover. 

The same compassion would have fallen on him. 

Luc. Porcius himself oft falls in tears before me, 

As if he mournM his rival’s ill success; 

Then bids me hide the motions of my heart, 

Nor show which way it turns : so much he fears 
The sad effects that it would have on Marcus. 

Mar. Let us not, Lucia, aggravate our sorrows ; 
But to the gods submit the event of things. 

Our lives, discolour’d with our present woes, 

May still grow bright, and smile with happier hours : 
So the pure limpid stream, when foul with stains 
Of rushing torrents, and descending rains, 

Works itself clear, and, as it runs, refines. 

Till, by degrees, the floating mirror shines. 

Reflects each flower that on the border grows. 

And a new heaven in its fair bosom shows. 

l^Exeunt^L.H. 


BNJO or ACT f. 
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ACT II. 

SCENE I. — The Senate House. 

Flourish of Trumpets^ h.h.) 

Skjmpronius, r.h. Lucius, l.h. and Senators dh^ 
covered. 

Sem. Rome still survives in this assembled senate. 
Let us remember we are Cato’s friends, 

And act like men who claim that glorious title. 

Lnci. Cato will soon be here, and open to us 
The occasion of our meeting. — 

{A sound of trumpets . ) 

Hark, he comes. — 

May all tiie guardian«gods of Rome direct him ! 

{A sound of trumpets^ r.h. continued till Cato 
is seated.) 

Enter Cato, Porcius, and Marcus, r.h. 

Cato. Fathers,^ we once again are met in council : 
C«esar*s approach has summon’d us together. 

And Rome attends her fate from our resolves. 

How shall we treat this bold aspiring man ? 

Success still follows him, and backs his crimes : 
Pharsnlia gave him Rome; Egypt has since 
Receiv’d his yoke, and the whole Nile is Caesar’s. 

Why should 1 mention Juba’s overthrow, 

And Scipio’s death ? Numidia’s burning sands 
Still smoke with blood. ’Tis time, we should decree 
Whdt course to take. Our foe advances on us, 

And envies us even Libya’s sultry deserts. 

Fathers, pronounce your thoughts : — are they still 
fi^’d 

To iTold it out, and fight it to ,the last ? 

Or .are your hearts subdu’d at length, and wrought 
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By time and ill success to a submission ? — 
Sempronius^ speak. 

Sem, {Rises,) My voice is still for war. 

Gods ! can a Roman senate long debate 
Which of the two to choo^e, — slavery or death ? 

No ; let us rise at once, gird on our swords. 

And, at the head of opr remaining troops. 

Attack the foe, break through the thick array 
Of his throng'd legions, and charge home upon him. 
Perhaps, some arm, more lucky than the rest, 

May reach his heart, and free the world from bon- 
dage. 

Rise, fathers, rise ! ^tis Rome demands your help ; 
Rise, and revenge her Slaughter'd citizens : 

Rouse up for shame i our brothers of Pharsalia 
Point at their wounds, and cry aloud, — To battle ; 
Great Pompey's shade complains that we are slow, 
And Scipio's ghost walks unreveng’d amongst us. 

iSits,) 

Cato, Let not a torrent of impetuous zeal 
Transport thee thus beyond the bounds of reason. 
True fortitude is seen in great exploits 
That justice warrants, and that, wisdom guides : 

All else is towering frenzy and distraction.' 

Are not the lives of those who draw the sword 
In Rome's defence intrusted to our care ? 

Should we thus lead them to a field of slaughter. 
Might not the impartial world too justly say. 

We lavish’d at our death the blood of thousands. 

To grace our fall, and make our ruin glorious? 

Lucius, we next would know what's your opinion. 
L/UcL (Rises,) My thoughts, I must confess, are 
turn’d on peace. 

We took up arms, not to revenge ourselves, 

But free the commonwealth : i^en this end fails,' 
Arms h^^% no further use : our country's cause, 

That our swords, now wrests them from our 

not delight in Roman blood 
f shed. — What men could 4o 
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Is done already: heaven and earth will witness^ 

If Rome must fall, that we are innocent. {Sits.) 

Cato, Let us appear nor rash, nor diffident : 
Immoderate valour swells into a fault; 

And fear, admitted into publick counsels, 

Betrays like treason : let us shun them both. 

Fathers, I cannot see that our affairs 
Are grown thus desperate : we have bulwarks round 
us ; 

Within our walls are troops inur’d to toil 
In Africk’s heats, and season’d to the sun; 

Numidia’s spacious kingdom lies behind us. 

Ready to rise at its young prince’s call. 

While there is hope, do not distrust the gods; 

But wait, at least, till Caesar’s near approach 
Force us to yield. ’Twill never be too late 
To sue for chains, and own a conqueror. 

Why should Rome fall a moment ere her time? 

No, let us draw her term of freedom out 
In its full length, and spin it to the last; 

So shall we gain still one day’s liberty : 

And let me perish, but, in Cato’s judgement, 

A day, an hour, of virt^pus liberty 
Is worth a whole eternity in bondage. 

Enter Junius, r.h. 

Jun, Fathers, even now a herald is arriv’d 
From Caesar’s camp; and with him comes old Decius, 
The Roman knight : he caries in his looks 
Impatience, and demands to speak with Cato. 

Cato. By your permission, fethers.~Bid him enter. 

[Exit Junius^ r.ii. 

Decius was once my friend: but other prospects 
Have loos’d those ties, and bound him fast to Ceesar. — 
liis message may determine our resolves. 

« Enter Decius, Junius, anrf T itus, r.h. 
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Cato^ Could he send it 

To Cato’s slaughter’d friends. It would be weleome. 
Are not your orders to address the senate ? 

Dec^ My business is with Cato. Caesar sees 
The straits to which you’re driven ; and as he knows 
Cato’s high worth, is anxious for your life. 

Cato. My life- is grafted on the fate of Rome. 
Would he save Cato? Rid him spare his country. 

Tell your dictator this : and tell him, Cato 
Disdains a life which he has power to offer. 

Dec, Rome and her senators submit to Caesar : 

Her generals and her consuls are no more, 

Who check’d his conquests, and denied his triumphs 
Why will not Cato be this Caesar’s friend ? 

Cato. Those very reasons thou hast urg’d, forbid it 
Dec. Caesar is well acquainted with your virtues. 
And therefore sets this value on your life ; 

Let him but know the price of Cato’s friendship, 

And name your terms. 

Citio. Bid him disband his legions ; 

Restore the commonwealth to liberty; 

Submit his actions to the publick censure, 

And stand the judgement of a H,oman senate: — 

Bid him do this, and Cato is his friend, 

Dec. Cato, the world talks loudly of your wisdom- 
Cato. Nay more, — though Cato’s voice was ne't 
employ’d 

To clear the guilty, and to varnish crimes, — 

Myself will mount the rostrum in his favour, 

And strive to gain his pardon from the people. 

Dec. A style like this becomes a conqueror. 

Cato. Dec! us, a style like this becomes a Roman. 
Dec. What is a Roman, that is Caesar’s foe ? 

Cato. Greater than Caesar; he’s a friend to virtue. 
Dec. Consider, Cato, you’re in Utica, 

And at the head of your own little senate ; 

You don’t now thunder in the capitoi, 

Wijl^pll tlie mouths of Rome to second you, 

Liet him consider that who drives us hither * 
llaesar’s sword has made Rome’s senate little, • 
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And thinn*d its ranks. Alas, thy dazzled eye 
I Beholds tin's man in a false glaring light, 
rWItich conquest and success have thrown upon him 1 
toidst thou but view him right, thou’dst see him black 
*With murder, treason, sacrilege, and crimes 
That strike my soul with horror but to name ’em. 

1 know thou look'st on me, as on a wretch 
Beset with ills, and cover’d with misfortunes ; 

But, by the gods 1 swear, millions of worlds 
Should never buy me to be like that Ctesar. 

Dec, Does Cato send this answer back to Caesar, 
For all his generous cares and proffer’d friendship ? 

Cato. His cares for me are insolent and vain : 
Presumptuous man ! the gods take care of Cato. — 
Would Caesar show the greatness of his soul. 

Bid him employ his care for these my friends. 

And make good use of his ill-gotten power, 

By sheltering men much better than himselC 
• Your high unconquer’d heart makes you 

forget 

You are a man. You rush on your destruction. 

But 1 have done. When I relate hereafter 
The tale of this unhappy embassy, 

AH Rome wiM be in tears."' 

[Eadt tvith Jmiius and Titus^ e.h 
Sem, {Rises.) Cato, v;e thank thee : 

CaB‘;ar will shrink to hear the words thou utter’st, 

And shudder in the midst of all his conquests. {Sits,) 
Ltuci. {Rises,) The st^nate owns its gratitude to 
Cato, 

Who- with so great a soul consults its safety. 

And guards <iur lives, while he neglects his own. 

(Sits,) 

. Sem, {Rises,) Sempronius gives no thanks, on this 
nccount. 

Lucius seems fond of life: but what is life? 

’Tis not to draw fresh air from time to time ; 

’Tis, to be free. When liberty is gone, 

Life gfows*insipid, and has lost its relish. 

Ob ! c;ould my dying barjd but lodge a sword 
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In Gesar’s bosom and revenge my country, 

By heavens, I could enjoy the pangs of death. 

And smile in agony ! {Silfs.) 

Lud, Others, perhaps. 

May serve their country with as warm a zeal. 

Though 'tis not kindled into so much rage. 

Sent. This sober conduct is a mighty virtue 
In lukewarm patriots* 

Cato. Come ! no more, Sempronius. 

All here are friends to Rome, and to each other : 

Let us not weaken still the weaker side 
By our divisions. 

Sem. Cato, my resentments 
Are sacrific’d to Rome. — I stand reprov'd. 

Cato, Fathers, 'tis time you come to a resolve. 
Ltuci. Cato, we all go in to your opinion : 

Caesar’s behaviour has convinc’d the senate 
W e ought to hold it out, till terms arrive. 

6Vm. We ought to hold it out till death. — But, Cato, 
My private Voice is drown’d amid the senate’s. 

Cato. Then let us rise, my friends, and strive to fill 
This little interval, this pause of life, 

While yet our liberty and fates are doubtful, 

With resolution, friendship, Roman bravdry. 

And all tlie virtues we can crowd into it; 

7'hat heaven may say, it ought to be prolong’d. 
Fathers, farewell, — ^'fhe young Numidian prince 
Comes forward, and expects to know our counsels. 
[Maemit Porcius^ Marcus^ Lucius, Semjirh- 
niuSy and the other Senators^ l.h. in centre. 

Enter Juba, b.h. 

Cato. Juba, the Roman senate has resolv’d. 

Till time give belter prospects, still to keep 
The sword unsheath’d, and turn its edge on Caesar. 

Juba. The resolution fits a Roman senate. 

But, CiitQ^;|end me for a while thy patience, « 

And eon^scend to hear a young man speak. 

Ilgfilither when some days before his death 
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He order’d me to march for Utica, — 

Alas, I thought not then his death so near! — 

Wept o’er me, press’d me in his aged arms. 

And, as his griefs gave way. My son, he said, ' 
However fortune may dispose of me. 

Be Cato’s friend ; he’ll train thee up to great 
And virtuous deeds : do but observe him well, 
Thou’ltshun misfortunes, or thou’lt learn to bear ’em. 

Cato, Thy sire, good Juba, was a worthy prince, 
And merited, alas ! a better fate : — 

But heaven thought otherwise. 

•/uba. His cruel fate. 

In spite of all the fortitude that shines 
Before my face in Cato’s great example. 

Subdues my soul, and fills my eyes with tears. 

Cato. It is an honest sorrow, and becomes thee. 
Juba. His virtues drew respect from foreign climes : 
The kings of Africk sought him for their friend, 

Ki::gs far remote, that rule, as fame reports. 

Behind the hidden sources of the Nile ; 

Oft have their black ambassadors appear’d. 

Loaden with gifts, and fill’d the courts of ^ama. 

Cato. 1 a/n no stranger to thy father’s greatness. 
Juba. I do not mean to boast his power and great- 
ness, 

But point out new alliances to Cato. 

Had we not better leave this Utica, 

To arm Numidia in our cause^ and court 
The assistance of my father’s numerous friends ? 

Did they know Cato, our remotest kingvS 
Would pour embattled multitudes about him ; 

Their swarthy hosts would darken all our plains. 
Doubling the native horror of the war, 

And (paking death more grim. 

Cato. And canst thou think, 

Cato will fly before thei^word of Ceesar, 

Reduc’d, like Hannibal, to seek relief 
From coart to court, and wander up and down 
A vagabond in Africk ? 

Juba. Cato, perhaps, 
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Tm too officious ; but my forward cares 
Would fain preserve a life of so much value. 

My heart is wounded, when I see such virtue 
Afflicted the weight of such misfortunes. 

Cato Thy nobleness of soul obliges me. 

But know, young prince, that valour soars above 
What the world calls misfortune and affliction. 

These are nni ills ; else would they never fall 
On heaven*s first favourites, and the best of men: 

The gods, in bounty, work up storms about us. 

That give mankind occasion to exert 

Their hidden strength, and throw out into practice 

Virtues, which lie conceal’d 

In the smooth seasons and the calms of life. 

Jaha I’rn charm’d whene’er thou talk'st : I |)ant for 
virtue, 

And all my soul endeavours at perfection. 

Cato. Dost thou love watchings, abstinence, arid 
toil ?— 

Laborious virtues all ! — Learn thena from Cato : 
Success and fortune must thou learn from Cicsar. 
Juba. Tile best good fortune that can fall on 

^ 

The whole success at which my heart aspires, 

Depends on Cato. 

Cato. What does Juba say? 

Tell me thy wishes, prince. 

Juba. O, they’re extravagant ! 

Still let me hide them. 

Cato. Speak : what cans! thou ask , 

Thai Cato will refuse? 

Juba. I fear to name it: — 

Marcia — inherits ail her father’s virtues. 

Cato Adieu, young prince : I would not hear a^word 
Might lessen thee in my esteem. Remember, 

The hand of fate is over us, an<]|h«^aven 
Exacts severity fn^m ail our thoughts : 

It is not now a time to talk of aught 
put chains or conrjuest, liberty or death. 


[Exit^ L.H. 
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Enter SYPHAXyR.H. 

*S|5y/;A. How's this, my prsnce ? What! cover’d with 
confusion ? 

You look, as if yon stern philosopher 
Had just now chid you. 

Juba, Syphax, I’rn undone. 

Syph, I know it welL 

Juha. Cato thinks meanly of me. 

Syph, And so will all mankind. 

Juba, J’ve open’d to him 
The weakness of my soul, rny love for Marcia. 

Syph, Cato’s a proper person to intrust 
A love-tale with 1 

Juba, O, I could pierce my heart, 

My foolish heart ! Was ever wretch like Juba 1 

Syph, Alas, my prince, how are you chang’d of late ! 
I've known young Juba rise before the sun, 

To beat the thicket where the tiger slept, 

Or seek the lion in his dreadful haunts : 

How did the colour mount into your cheeks, 

When first you rous'd him to the chase I I've seen 
yoitl 

Even in the Libyan dog-days, hunt him down ; 

Then charge him close,, provoke him to the rage ‘ 

Of fangs and claws, and, stooping from your horse, 
Rivet the panting savage to the ground. 

Juba, Pr'ythee, no more. 

Syph. How would the old king smile 
To see you weigh the paws, when tipp'd with gold, 

And throw the shaggy spoils about your shoulders ! 
Juba, Syphax, this old man’s talk, though honey 
flow’d 

In ev^ry word, would now lose all its sweetness. 

Cato's displeas’d, and Marcia's lost for ever ! 

H {Crosses to n.H.) 

St^ph^ Young prince, 1 yet could give you good 
advice : 

Marcia might still be yours. 



22 CATO. 

Juba. What say'st thoU^ Syphax ? 

By heavens, thou turn'st me all into attention. 

Si/ph, Marcia might still be yours. 

Juba. As how, dearSyphax ? 

Juba commands Numidia’s hardy troops. 
Mounted on steeds unus*d to the restraint 
Of curbs and bits, and fleeter than the wind : 

Give but the word, we*li snatch this damsel up, 

And bear her off. 

Juba. Can such dishonest thoughts 
Rise up in man ! Would’st thou seduce my youth 
To do an act that would destroy my honour? 

Syph. Gods, 1 could tear my beard to hear you talk ! 
Honour’s .a fine imaginary notion. 

That draws in raw and unexperienced men 
To real mischiefs, while they hunt a shadow. 

Juba. Would’st thou degrade thy prince into a 
ruffian ? 

Syph. The -boasted ancestors of these great men 
Whose virtues you admire, were all such ruffians : 

This dread of nations, this almighty Rome, 

That comprehends in her wide empire’s bonnds 
All under heaven^ was founded on a rape : 

Your Scipios, Cresars, Poropeys, and your Catos, — 
These gods on earth,— ^are all the spurious brood 
Of violated maids, of ravish^'d Sabines. 

Juba. Sypbax, 1 fear, that hoary head of thine 
Abounds too much in our Numidian wiles. 

Syph. My prince, you want to know the world : 

You have not read. mankind : yoqr youth admires 
The throes and swellings of a Romaq soul, 

Cato’s bold flights, the extravagance of virtue. 

Juba. If knowledge of the world makes man per- 
fidious, 

May Juba ever live in ignorance ! 

Syph. Go, go, you’re young. 

Juba. Gods, must 1 tamely be# 

This arrogance unanswer’d I — ^Thoo’rt a traitoy, 

A false old traitor* (Crosses to l.h.) 

Sypk, (Aside.) i have gone too far. 
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Juba* Cato shall know the baseness of thy soul. 
Syph* {Aside.) 1 must appease this storm, or perish 
in it. — 

Young prince, behold * these locks that are grown 
white 

lieneath a lielmet in your father’s battles. 

Juba. Those locks shall ne’er protect thy insolence. 
Syph* Must one rash word, the infirmity of age, 
Throw down the merit of my better years? 

^i'his the reward of a whole life of service ? — 

{Aside.) Curse on the boy 1 how steadily he hears 
me ! 

Juba. Is it, because the throne of my forefathers 
Still stands unfill’d, and that Numidia’s crown 
H'lngs doubtful yet whose head it shall inclose. 

Thou thus presum’st to treat thy prince with scorn ? 

{Crosses to r.h.) 

Sypk. Why will you rive my heart witti such ex- 
* pressions ? 

Does not old Syphax follow you to war ? 

What are his aims ? What is it he aspires to? 

Is it not this ? To shed the slow remains, 

His last poor ebb of blood in your defence? 

Juba. Sy^hax, no more : I would not bear you talk. 
Syph. Not hear me talk ? What, when my faith to 
Juba, 

My royal master’s son, is call’d -in question ? 

.My prince may strike roe dead, and I’ll be dumb : 
ilut, whilst I live, I must not hold my tongue, 

And languish out old age in his displeasure. 

Juba. Thou kno\tr’st the way too well into my 
heart : ^ 

I do believe thee loyal to thy prince. 

Syph. What greater instance can I give ? I’ve 
"oflFer’d 

To do an action which my soul abhors, 

\nd gain you whom 3 ^u love, at any price : 

^nd ’tis fgr this my prince has call’d me traitor. 

Juha. Sure thou mistak’st: I did not call thee so. 
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St/ph. You did indeed, my prince, you calPd mci 
traitor : ^ 

Nay, further, threaten’d you’d complain to Cato. 

Of what, my prince, would you complain to Cato ? 

TImt Syphax loves you, and would sacrifice 
His life, — nay more, his honour, — in your service? 

Juba. Syphax, I know thou lov’st me : hut thy zeal 
To serve thy master, carried thee too far. 

Honour’s a sacred tie, the law of kings, 

The noble mind’s distinguishing perfection, 

That aids and strengthens virtue where it meets her. 
And imitates her actions, where she is not: 

It ought not to be sported with. 

Syph, Believe me, prince, you make old Syphax 
weep, 

To hear you talk, — but His with tears of joy. 

If e’er your father’s crown adorn your brows, 

Numidia will be blest by Cato’s lectures. 

Juba. Give me thy hand : we’ll mutually forget 
The warmth of youth, and frowardness of age. 

Thy prince esteems thy worth, and loves thy person : 

{Embraces Syphas,) 
If e’er the sceptre comes inlq my iiand, 

Syphax shall stand the second in my king'dom. 

Syph. Why will you overwhelm my age with kind- 
ness ? 

My joy grows burthensome : I sha’n’i support it. 

Juba. My friend, farewell. 1*11 hence, and try to find 
Some blest occasion that may set me right 
In Cato’s thoughts, I'd rather liavfe that m,an 
Approve my deeds, than worlds for my admirers. ' 

[Exitj L.H. 

Syph, Young men soon give, and soon forget, 
afiVoitts ; 

Old age is slow in both. — A false old traitor ! 

Those words, ra^h boy, may chance to cost tbee dear. 
My heart had still serne foolish fondness for thee 
But hence! 'tis gone : 1 give it to the winds r 
Caesar, I’m wholly tbine. 
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> Enter Sempromus, r.ek 

• AH hail, Sempronius ! 

Well, Cato's senate is resolv'd to wait 
'rhe fury of a siege^ befolte it yields. 

tSem, Syphax, we both were on the verge of fate ; 
Lucius declar'd for peace, and terms were offer'd 
To Cato by a messenger from Caesar. 

Syph. Who is this messenger ? 

Sem. I’ve practis'd with him ; 

And found a means to let the victor know 
Thaf Syphax and Sempronius are his friends. — 

Is Juba fix’d ? 

St/ph. Yes, — but it is to Cato. 

I’ve tried the force of every reason on him, 

Laid safety, life, and interest in his sight ; 

,But all are vain ; he scorns them all for Cato. 

Sem. Well, 'tis no matter; we shall do without 
him. 

My Iriend, I now may hope thou hast forsook 
Thy Juba’s cause, and wishest Marcia mine. 

Spph. Maf she be thinreas fast as thou would'st have 
her ! 

But are thy troops prepar’d for a revolt? 

Dues the sedition catch from man to man, 

And run among their ranks ? 

' Sem4 All, all is ready ; 

The factious leaders are our friends, and spread 
Murmurs and discontents among the soldiers: 

Within an hour, they’ll storm the senate-house. 

Si/ph., Meanwhile, Fll draw up my Nuniidian troops 
, Within the square, to exercise their arms, 

And, a« 1 see occasion, favour thee. 

1 laugh to think how your unshaken Cato 
Will look aghastj; while unforeseen destruction 
Pours in upon him thus from every side. 

, So, where* our wide Numtdian wastes. extend, 

Sudden th’impetuous .hurricanes descend, 

c 
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Wheel through the air, in circling eddies play, 

Tear up the sands, and sweep whole plains away. 

The helpless traveller, with wild surprise, 'j 

Sees the dry desert all around him rise, > 

And smother’d in the dusty whirlwind, dies. J 

^ [Exeunt^ l.h. 

KND OF ACT 11. 


ACT III. 

SCENE I . — A Portieo of the Palace, 

Enter Marcus, l.h. and Porcius, r.h. 

Mar, Thanks to my stars, 1 have not rang’d about 
The wilds of life, ere I could find a friend : 

Nature first pointed out my Porcius to me^ 

And early taught me, by her secret force, 

To love thy person, ere I knew thy gierit;. 

Till what was instinct, grew up into friendship. 

Par, The friendships of the world are oft, my bro- 
ther, 

Confed’racies in vice, or leagues of pleasure j 
Ours has severest virtue for its basis, 

And such a friendship ends not but with life. 

Mar. Porcius, thou know’st my soul in all its weak- 
ness; 

Then, pr’ythee, spare me on its tender side ; 

Indulge me but in love, my other passions 
Shall rise and fall by virtue’s nicest rules. 

Pot. When love’s well tim’d, ’tis not a fault to 
love : 

The strpng, the brave, the virtuous, and the wise 
Sink iff the soft captivity together. ' . 

^1 wouli' fiot urge thee to dismiss thy passion,--- 
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, I know ’cwere vain^ — but to suppress its force^ 

Till bettor times may make it look more graceful. 

' J^ar. Alas ! thou talk’st like one who never felt 
The impatient throbs and longings of a soul 
That pants and reaches after distant good* 

A lover does not live by vul^r time : 

In every moment of my Lucians absence 
Life hangs upon me, and becomes a burthen ; 

And yet, when I behold the charming maid, 

Tm ten times more undone ; while hope, and fear, 

And grief, and raga, and love, rise up at once, 

And with variety of pain distract me. 

(Crosses to r.h.) 

Por. What can I say, or do, to give thee help? 
Afar. Porcius, thou oft enjoy'st the fair one’s pre- 
sence : ^ 

Then undertake my cause, and plead it to. her 
With all the strength and heat of eloquence 
Fraternal love and friendship, can ipspire. 

Tell her, thy brother l^pgutshes.to death. 

And fades away, and withers in,^hi$> bloom ; ^ . 

That he forgets his sleep,, and loaches his food. 

That youth, and health, ^d war, are joyless to him; 
Describe his Imxious days>And resiles nights. 

And all the torments that thou see?st me sulTer. 

Por.^ I do entreat thee, give me not an ofSce 
That suits with me so ill :n-^thou know’st> my temper, 

. Mar. Can’st thou behold me sinking in my woes. 
And wilt thou not iteacUouia friendly arm. 

To raise me from amidst this plunge of sorrows ? 

O Porcius, Porcius, from my soul I wish 
Thou didst but know thyself what’tis to love : 

Then would’st thqu pity and assist thy brother. 

• in great agitation.) 

Por.^ {Aside*) What sh<?uld I do ? If 1 disclose my 
passion. 

Our friendship’s at an end : if I conceal it. 

The world. will call me false to affjiend and brother. 

Mar* But see where Lucia, at her wonted hour, 
Amid- the cool of yon high marble arch, 

c2 
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• Enjoys the nooo«^ay breeze I — JBehold her ! Porcius, 
That face, that «6bape, those eyes, that heaven of 
beauty !— - 

Observe her well, and blame me if thou canst. 

Por. She sees us, and advances. 

, Jfar. I’ll withdraw, \ , 

And leave you for a while. Ren^ember, Porcius, 

Thy brother’s life depends upon thy tongue. 

[Emty R.H- 

Enter Lucia, l.h. in centre^ mid advances^ r.h. 

Luc. Did I not see your brother Marcus here ? 

Why did he fly the place, and shun, my presence ? 

For. O Lucia, language is too faint to show 
His rage of love; it preys upon his lifg; 

He pines, he sickens, he despairs, he dies. 

My heart bleeds for him : 

Even now, while thus I stand blest in tby presence, 

A secret damp of grief comes p’er my thoughts, 

And f’m unhappy, though thou smirst upon me. 

Luc. How wilt thou guard tby honour in the shock 
Of love and friendship ^ Thinly betimes, my Porcius, 
Think how the nuptial tie, that might ensure 
Our mutual bliss, would raise to such a height 
Thy brother’s griefs, as might, perhaps, destroy him. 
Pot* Alas, poor youth! What dost thou think, rny 
^ Lucia? 

His generous, open, undesigning heart 
Has begg’d his rival to solicit for him ; 

'ilicn do not strike him dead with a denial; 

But hold him up in life, and cheer his soul 
With the faint glimmering of a doubtful hope : 
Perhaps, when we have pass’d . these gloomy' hours, 
And weather’d out the storm that beats upon W, — 
Luc. No, ^orcius, no : 1 see thy sister’s tears. 

Thy father’s anguish, and thy |)rother’$ 'death, 

In vh^. pursuit of our ill-fated loves : . . , 

Audi Porcius, here I swear — {Kneels.) — to heaven 1 
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* To heaven, and all the powers that judge mankind^ 
Never to join my plighted hand with thine, 

While such a cloud of mischief hangs about us, — 

. But to forget our loves, and drive thee out 
From all iny thoughts, as far~^ 1 am able. 

Por {Rafses her.) What hast thou said? Recall 
those hasty words, 

Or I am lost for ever. * 

Lite, Think, Porcius, think thou see’st thy dying 
brother 

StabhM at his heart, and all besmear’d with blood, 
Storming at heaven and thee. Thy awful sire 
Sternly demands the cause, the accursed cause 
That robs him of his son.— Farewell, my Porcius ! 
/^^''arewell, though death is in the word, for ever ! 

^ {Crosses to l.h.) 

( Por. Thou must not go ; my soul still hovers o’er 
thee, 

And can’t get loose. 

Luc. If the firm Porcius shake 
To hear of parting, think what Lucia suffers. 

But see, thy brother Marcus bends this way ; 

1 sicken at tjie sight. Qnce mote, farewell !— 
Farewell ! — and know, thou wrong’st me, if thou 
think’st 

Ever was love, or ever grief, like mine. 

[Exit, L.H, m centre. 

Enter Marcits, r.h. 

Mar. Porcius, what hopes ? How stands she ? Ami 
doom’d 

. To life or death ? ■' 

jPo|5* What wolfliW have me say ? 

Afnr. Thy ddWn&st looks, and thy disorder’d 

Tell me my fate; I dsk flpt the stieeess 
My enusd has found. 

„ Por. Urn grievM, I undertook it. 
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Mar. Wbatl does the barbaroas maid insult my 
heart, 

And triumph in my pains? 

Par, Away ! you’re too suspicious in your griefs : 
Lucia, though sworn never to think of love. 
Compassionates your pains, and pities you. 

Mar. Compassionates my pains, and pities me ! 
What is com^sibn, when ’tis void of love ? — ' 

Fool that I n^as, to choose so cold a friend 
To urge my cause ! — Compassionates my pains! — 

To one that asks the warm returns of love, 
Compassion’s cruelty, ~’tis scorn,— *tis death. 

{Crosses to l.h.) 

Par. Marcus, no more ! Have 1 deserv’d this treat* 
ment? 

Mar. What have I saijt — O Porcius! O forgive 
me 1 — 

A soul exasperated in ills, falls out 
With every thing, its friends, itself. — 

{Asour^ of trumpets, Sic. l.h.} 

But hah ! — ’ 

What means that sound, big with the threat of war ? 
What new alarm? • . . , 

{A aound of trumpets, $c. l.h.) 
Por. A second, louder yet, 

Swellsin the winds, andeomes more full upon us. 

Mar. Oh, for some glorious cause to fall in battle ! 
Lucia, thou hast undone me : thy disdain 
Has broke my heart: 'tis death must give me ease. 
Por. (l.h.) Quick, let us hence : who knows if Cato’s 
life 

Stands sure I O Marcus, 1 am pn fire; my be«i1; 

Leaps at the hrumpet’s voice, and^ burns for glory . 

[JBsceuni, tJt, 

{A aomd of trumpets, ]..h. eontimed tilt 
Semproniw comes on.) 
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SCENE II . — A Square before th^ Palace, 

Skmpronius, l.h Junius, in Trrus, 

and other Mutineers, 

Sem, At length the winds are raisM, the storm 
blows high ; 

He it your care, my friends, to keep it up 
In its full fury, and direct it right, 

Till it has spent itself on Cato’s head. 

Meanwhile, I’ll herd among his friends, and seem 
One of the number ; that, whate’er arrive, 

My friends and fellow-soldiers may be safe. 

[Exit^ L.H. 

Jun. We are all safe j Sempronius is our friend. — 
{A sound of trumpets^ l.h.) 
Hark ! Cato enters.— Bear up boldly to him ; 

This day will end our toils, and give us rest. — 

Fear nothing; for Sempronius is our friend. 

t^A sound of trumpets^ l.h.) 

Enter l.iu Cato, PoriOius, Marcus, Lucius, S«m- 
PRONius, and Senators, 

L.H.s.B. — Ensign^ Eagle^ Lictors, Guards, 

Guards, 

Lnciors,* 

Ensign, Eagle. 

4 Senators, 2 Senators, 

Mutineers^ Titus, Junius, Lucius, Cato, Porcius, 

Marcus, Sempronius, 

a. A. L.H. 

CatOk Where are these bold intrepid sons of war, 
That gireatly turn their backs upon the foe, 

And to their general send a brave defiance ? 

_ . , c 4 
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Sem, {Aside*) Curse on their dastard souls, they 
stand astonish’d ! 

Cato. Perfidious men ! — and will you thus disho- 
nour 

Your past exploits, and sully all your wars ? 

Do you confess, ’twas not a zeal for Rome, 

Nor love of liberty, 

Drew you thus far, but hopes to share the spoil 
Of conquer’d towns, and plundered provinces ? 

Fir’d with such motives, you do well to join 
With Cato’s foes, and follow Cassar’s banners. 

Behold, — ungrateful men ! — 

Behold my bosom naked to your swords, 

And let the man that’s inju^d strike the blow. — 
Which of you all suspects that he is wrong’d. 

Or thinks he suffers greater ills than Cato ? 

Am 1 distinguish’d from you but hy toils, 

Superior toils, and heavier weight of cares } 

Painful pre-eminence ! 

Sem. {Aside.) By heavens, they droop 
Confusion to the villains is lost* 

Cato. Hence, worthless men !— hence, and com* 
plain to Csesar, 

You could not undergo the toilk of war, ^ * 

Nor bear the hardships that yottf general bore. 

jLuci, See, Cato, see, — the unhappy men ! — they 
weep ; 

Fear, and remorse, and sorrow for their crime 
Api>ear in every look,|^nd plead for mercy. 

Cato. Learn to be honest men ; give up your leaders. 
And pardon sh^l descend on all toe rest. 

Sem. Cato, commit these wretches to my care : 
First, let them each be broken on the rack, — 

Then, with whist life remains, impal’d, and left 
To writhe at leisure round the bloody stake; — *' 
There let them han^, and taint the southern wind : 
The partners of their crime will learn obedience, 
When they look up, and see their fellow*traito|ii 
Stuck on '» fork, and blackening in the sun. 
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Cato. Forbear, Ssmpionius : — see, they sailer death ; 
* But, in their deaths, remember they are men. — 

( The Mutineers retire^ r.h, — The 4 Senators ad- 
vance into their places^ r.h.) 

•f^ucius, the base degenerate age requires 
Se^^erity and justice in its rigour; 

This curbs an im(Mous^ bold, ofFcnding world, 
C/ommands obedience, and gives force to laws. 

When by just vengeance guilty mortals perish, 

'Die gods behold their punishment with pleasure. 

And lay the uplifted thundeibolt aside. 

Sem, Cato, I gladly execute thy will. 

Cato. Meanwhile, weMl sacrifice to liberty. 

{The 2 Senators take their places^ l.h ) 
Remember, O my friends, the laws, the rights, 

The generous plan of power deliver’d down. 

From age to age, by your renowuM forefaihers. 

So dearly bought> the price of so much blood 
•() let it never perish in yotir hands, 

Kut piously transmit it to your children ! 

Do thou, great Liberty, inspire our souls. 

And make our lives in thy possession happy. 

Or our deaths glorious in thy just defence 1 
[^Fhurish.-^ Exeimt Cato^ Porcius^ 

Lwiusy Senators^ Ensign^ JLictors^ ^ Guards^ 

L«H. onefL H s.u. 

Jun. Sempronius, you have acted like yourselt : 

One would have thought, you had been half in earnest. 
Sem. Villain, stand ofFl — Base, groveling, worthless 
iifretches ! 

Mongrels in faction ! poor faint-* hearted traitors ! 

T*it. Nay, now you carry it too far, Sempronius : 
Throw off the tnaslt; there are none here but friends, 

. Sem. Know, vUlisJi:^, when such paltry slaves pro- 
•sume 

To mix in treason, it the plot succeeds. 

They’re thrown neglected by; but, if it fails, 

They’re to die like dttgs, as you shall do.-^ 
Guards,— 



CATO. 


^4 

ISfiier Cfum^ds, l.h.s.b. 

Here, take these factious monsters^ drag them forth 
To sudden death. 

«/t«n. Nay 5 since it comes to this,— 

Sem. Dispatch them quick >but first 5 pluck out 
their tongues ; 

Lest with their dying breath they sow sedition. 

[Exeunt Guards^ with the Mutineers^ r.h. 

Enter SvPHAXf l.h.u.k. 

Si/ph» Our first design, my friend, has prov'd abor- 
tive ; 

Still there remains an after-game to play : 

My troops are mounted; their Numidian steeds 
Snuff up the wind, and long to scour the desert ; 

Let but Sempronius head us in our flight. 

We'll force the gate where Marcus keeps his guard, 
And hew down all that would oppose our passage. 

A day will bring us into Ciesar's camp. 

Sem, Confusion ! I have fail'd of half niy purpose : 
Marcia, the charming Marciafs left behind ! 

Spph. How ! will Seinpronius turn a woman's slave ? 
Sem, Think not that I can ever feel tbesdft ^ 
Unmanly warmth and tenderness of love. 

Syphax, I long to clasp that haughty maid^ 

And bend her stubborn virtue to my passtoA i ^ 

When 1 have gone thus far, I'd cast her off. :^v ' , ^ 
Syph^ What' hinders then, but that thou find her 
out, 

And hurry her away by manly fqt!ic^? 

Sem. But hdw to gain adrfiisyk>h| for access 
Is given to none but Juba ai^} her brothers * 

Syph. Thou shalt have Juba's diess and Juba's 
, guards: 

^he;4i||gs mil open when Numidia's priac^ ^ 

Ipp appear before the sta^s that watch them. 
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Sem. I thank thy friendly zeal t — ^Marcia’a my own ! 
How will my bosom swell with anxioiis joy. 

When I behold her Straggling in my arms. 

With glowing beituty and disorder^ charms ; 

While fear and anger, w'ith alternate grace. 

Pant in her breast, and vary in her fkce ! 

So Pluto, seiz’d of Proserpine, convey’d 
To hell’s tremendous gloom the affrighted tnaid ; 
There grimly smil’d, pleas’d with the beauteous prize, 
Nor envied Jove his sunshine and his skies. 

[Exeunt^ uh . 


Jtltn OF ACT lit. 


ACT IV. 

SCENE Pwtic4> the Palace. 

JSfiier Marcia and Lucia, r.u» 

Luc. Now tell me, Marcia, tell me from thy soul. 

If thou believ’st ’tis possible for woman 
To suffer greater ills than Lucia suffers? 

Afar. O Lucia, Lucia, might my big*swoln heart 
Vent all its griefs, and give a loose to sorrow, 

Marcia could answer thee in sighs, keep pace 
With ail thy woes, and count out tear for tear, 

Luc. I know, thou’rt doom’d alike to be belov’d 
By Juba, and ihy fotlief’s friend Semprontds : 

But which of has power to charm like Pornius ? 

Still mnst 1 beg thee not to name Sempronius ? 
Lucia, 1 like not that loud boisterous man: 

Juba to^H the bravery of a hero ; 

Addfs softest love and sweetness : he, 1 own, ^ - 
Might make indeed the proudest woman happy. 

c O' 
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Zruc. But, should your father give you to Sem- 
pronius? — 

ilfar. T dare not think he will r but, if he should, — 
{ hear the sound of feet they march this way.~ 

Let us retire, and try if we can dron^n ^^ 

Each siifter thought in sense of present danger. 

When love once pleads admisaion to our hearts, 

In spite of all the virtue we can Imnst, 

The woman that deliberates is lost« 

[Efreuut, in centre. 

Enter Sempronius, r.h. dressed like Juba^ with 
Numidian Guards. 

Sem. The deer is lodgM ; Vve track’d her to her 
covert : 

Be sure you mind the word ; and, when I give it, 

Rush in at oni?e, and seize upon your prey : 

Let not her cries or tears have force to move you. — 
How will the young Numidian rave, to see 
His mistress tost 1 If aught could glad my soul 
Beyond the enjoyment of so bright a prize, 

^Twould be to torture that young gay barbarian. — 

But hark, what noise ^ ,Peath \o my hopes ! His he, 
'Tis Juba’s self. Therrflshut one way left : 

He must be murder’d, A' passage cut 

Through those his guards. ’Hah, * dastards, do you 
tremble ? 

Or act like men 5 or, by yon azure heaven, — 
EntprJvBA, R.H. ivith Guards. 

V . > • V. 

Juba. What do I see ? Who’s this, that dares usurp 
The guards and habit of NumidiaH prince ? * 

Sent. One that was born to scourge thy arrogance. 
Presumptuous youth. ^ 

can this mean ? Sempronius 1 . 
Sebj^iy sword shall answer thee : — have at ‘thy 
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Juba. Nay, then beware thy own, proud barbarous 
man. 

(They — Setnprofiius falls.— Hh Guards 

surrender to Juba's ., — Their sivords are taken 
» from titem.) 

Sem* Curse on my stars ! Am I then doomed to fall 
d^y a boy’s hand^ and* for a worthless woman ? 

This my close of life !— 

Oh, for a peal of thunder, that would make 
Earth, sea> and air, < and heaven, and Cato tremble ! 

(Dies.) 

Juba. With what a spring his furious soul broke 
loose, 

And left the limbs still quivering on the ground ! 
Hence let us carry off those slaves to Cato, 

That we may there at length unravel all 
This dark design, this mystery of fate. 

[J^Y, a.H. unth Guards and Prisoners. 

* 

Enter MAftCiA and LuCia, l.h. in centre. 

Luc. Sure, ’mas the clash of swords : my tfoubled 
heart 

Is so ca<^t down and sunk arpidst its sorrows, 

It throbs with fear, and aches^at every sound. 

() Marcia, should thy brq^ers, for my sake — 

1 die away with horror at the thought. 

Mar. See, Lucia, see ! here’s blood ! 

What! aNuinidianI Heavens preserve the prince ! 
The face lies mufBed up within the garment, — 

But hah ! — death to my sight ! — a diadem ? — 

() gods ! ’tis he ! Juba lies dead before us. 

Luc. Now, Marcia, now call up to thy assistance 
Thy wonted strength and constancy of mind. 

Mdr. Lucia, look there, and wonder at my patience : 
Ha^ e I not cause to rave, and beat my breast, 

To rend my heart with* grief, and run distracted 

Lt«c..What ^can I i^ink'or say to give thee corti- 
• fort? 
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iSn/er JtTBA, r.h.u.e. with Guards. 

Mar, Talk not of comfort, *tis for ligliter ills. 
Behold a sight that strikes all comfort dead. 

I will indulge my sorrows ; 

That man, that best of men, deserv’d it from me. 
Juba. What do I hear.> and was the false Scmpro- 
nius 

That best of men r O, had I fall’n like him, 

And could have thus been mourn’d, I had been happy. 

Mar. O Juba 1 Juba 1 Juba! 

He’s dead, and never knew how much I lov’d him. 
Lucia, who knows but his poor bleeding heart, 

Amidst its agonies., remember’d Marcia, 

And the last words he utter’d call’d me cruel ? 

Alas, he knew not, — hapless youth ! — he knew not 
Marcia’s whole soul was full of love and Juba. 

Juba. Do I live, — qr am indeed 
What Marcia thinks ?^A11 is Elysium round me. 

Mar. Ye dear remains of the most lov’d of men, 
Nor modesty nor virtue here forbids 
A last embrace, while thus — 

Juba. {Comes forward.) Marcia, see. 

Trie happy Juba lives, — he Uves^ to catch 
That dear embrace, and to return it too 
With mutual warmth and eagerness of love. 

Mar. With pleasure and amaze I stand transported. 
If thou art Juba, who lies there? 

Juba. A wretch, 

Disguis’d like Juba on a curs’d design. 

( Signs to his gui^rds to carry off the body^ a.ii.) 
The tale is long, nor have 1 heard it out; 

Thy father knows it all. I could not bear 
To leave thee in the neighbourhood of death, 

But flew, in all the haste of love^ to find thee : 

I found thee weeping; and confess, this once, 

Am rapt with joy, to see my Marcia’s tears. 

Mar. I’ve been surpris’d in an unguarded hour,' 

But must not now go back: the love that lay 



Half smother'd in tny breast^ has broke through all 
its weak restraints^ and burns in its full lustre ; . 

J cannot, if I would, conceal it from thee. 

Juba, My joy 1 my best belovM ! rny only wish 1 
»^How shall I speak the transport of my soul ! 

) Mar^ Lucia, thy arm : O let me rest upon ii ! — 

^rhe vital blood that hud forsook my heart, 

Returns again in such tumultuous tides, 

It quite overcomes me. Lead to my apartment. — 

() prince I 1 blush, to think what 1 have said ; 

But fate has wrested the confession from me. 

Go on, and prosper in the paths of honour ; 

Thy virtue will excuse my passion for thee. 

And make the gods propitious to our love. 

tvith Lucia^ i..n in centre, 
Juba, 1 am so bless’d, I fear *tis all a dream. 
Fortune, thou now hast made amends for all 
Thy past unkindness : I absolve my stars 
What, though Nuikiidia add her conquer’d towns 
And provinces, to swell the viefbr’s triumph ? 

Juba will never at his fate repine: 

I^t Cccs#r have the Worlds if Marcia’s mitie. 

[^Exitj L.ij. 

SCEI&E 11 . — A Square brfore the Palace. 

Trumpets heard at a distance ^ a.ii. 

Enter Locius, Cato, and Fresdmen^ l.h. 

Juba, 

Lictars. 

Senators, 

Soldiers, — Marcus on a Bier. 

Ereedmen. *1 tielmet — Shield* 

Eagle, J Sword — Spear. 

Ensigns, s.p.a.R. 

Ensigns — Pateras and Hand* 

Guards — Arms reversed* 

L.H. 

Lucu I stand astonish’d. What! the bold Sempronius, 
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That still broke foremost thro* the crowd of patriots^ 
As with a hurricane of zeal transported ! 

And, virtuous even to madness, — 

Cato^ Trust me, my friend. 

Our civil discords have produc*d such crimes, 

Such monstrous crimes, 1 am surpris'd at nothing. — 

0 Lucius, T am sick of tins bad v)^rld : 

The daylight and the sun grow painful to me. — 

Enter Porcius, advances to R.n. in centre. 

But see where Porcius comes.— What means this 
haste ? 

Por. My heart is griev'd ; 

1 bring such news as will afflict my father. 

Cato, ^^as Caesar shed more Roman blood ? 

Por. Not so : — 

The traitor Syphax, as within the square 
He exercisM his troop^the signal given. 

Flew off at once with fife Numidian horse 

To the south gate, where Marcus holds the watch ; 

1 saw, and call’d to stop him ; but in vain ; ^ 

He tossM his arm aloft, and proudly told me, 

He would not stay and perish like Sempronkjs. 

Cato. Perfidious men ! — But haste, my son, and sec 
Thy brother Marcus acts a Roman's part. 

\^Exit Porcius k.h. in centre^ with the Freedmen^ 
who draw theii^ ktvords. 

Lucius, the torrent bear#^a hard upon me: 

Justice gives way to fora'; the conquer'd world 
Is Caesar's : Cato has no business in it. 

Lud. While pride,' oppression, and injustice reign, 
The world will still demand her Cato’s presence. 

In pity to mankind, submit to Caesar, 

And reconcile thy mighty soul to life. 

Cato. ^Would, Lucius have me live, to swell the 
number 

Of Caesar’s $laye$ ?— or, by a base submission, 

^Give up^the cause of Roj^e, and own a1:yrant? ‘ 

(Crosses to r*h.) 
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L/Uci. The victor never will impose on Cato 
iigenerous terms : — his enemies confess, 
he virtues of humanity are Caesar’s. 

Cato, Curse on his virtues ! they’ve undone his 
country : 

[ich popular humanity is treason. — 

{Crosses to 

►ut Juba comes.— The ingenuous prince appears 
'bll of the guilt of his perfidious subjects. 

Enter Juba, l.h. 

Juba, I blush, and am confounded, to appear 
Before thy presence, Cato. 

Cato, What’s thy crime? 

Juba, I’m a Nutnidian. 

Cato, And a brave one too : 

Thou hast a Roman soul. 

Jnba, Hast thou not heard ^ 

<^f my fake countrymen ? 

Cato, Alas, good youth. 

Falsehood and fraud shoot up in every soil, 

Tile product^of all climes t — Rome has its Cmsars. 
Juba, ’ Tis generous, thus to comfort the distress’d. 
Cato, ’Tis jast, to give applause where ’tis de- 
serv'd. 

'Fhy virtue, prince, has stood the test of fortune, 

Like purest gold, that, tortur’d in the furnace, 

Comes Out more bright, and brings forth all its weight. 

Enter Porcius, r.h. in centre* 

Por, Misfortune on misfortune! grief on grief! 

My brpther Marcus — 

Cato* Hah ! what has he done ? — 

Has he forsook his post ? Has he given way ? 

Hid he look tamely on, and let them pass ? 

Pur, 4icarce had I left my father, but I met him, 
Borne on the shields of his surviving soldiers, 

Breathless and pale, and cover’d o’er with wounds. 
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Long, at the head of his few faithful friends, 

He stood the shock of a whole host of foes, — 

Till, obstinately brave, and bent on death, 

OppressM with multitudes, he greatly fell. 

bato, I’m satisfied. / 

Por. Nor did he fall, before ^ 

His sword bad pierc’d thro’ the false heart of Syphax.j 
1 saw the hoary traitor 

Grin in the pangs of death, and bite the ground. 

Cato> Thanks to the gods! my boy has done liis 
duty. — 

Porcius, when I am dead, he sure you place 
His urn near mine. 

Por. Long may they keep asunder ! 

Liici. O Cato, arm thy soul with all its patience ! 
See where the corpse of thy dead son approaches ; 

The citizens and senators, alarm’d, 

Have gather’d round it, and attend it weeping. 

(A dead march sounds, r . h . u . k .) 

Enter R.H. in centre, Lictors, Senators, — Soldiers 
bearing the body of Marcus on a — Freed- 
men, with his Helmet, Sfiield, Sworf^, and Spear, 
— Eagle and other Ensigns, — and Guards with 
their arms reversed* 

Enter r.h.u.k. 2 Lictors A 

2 Lictors. > Fasces* 

2 Lictors,} 

They divide in c. atid range r.h. and l.h. 

6 Senators — Two and Two, 

They pass the Lictors and range r.h. and l.h. 

4 Guards with the Bier* 

2 Preedmen on each side the Pier, 

Bearing Marcuses Sword, Helmet, Spear, and Shield. 
Eagle* 

2 Ensigns, s.p.a.R. 

2 Ditto — Fateras with hands* 

1 2 Guards, two and two* 

12 Guards* 
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Patera s . p . q . r . — Eagle. — Patera^ s . p . q . r * 

3 Fasces. 3 Fasces. 

2 Freedmen. 2 Freedmen. 

Bier. 

3 Senators. Cato. 3 Senators. 

Eucius. Juba. 

Porcius. 

K.H. J..H. 

Cato. Welcome, my son ! — Here set him down, my 
friends, 

Full in my sight; that 1 may view at leisure 

The bloody corse, and count those glorious wounds. — 

How beautiful is death, when earn’d by virtue ! 

Who would not be that youth ? What pity is it 
That w'e can die but once, to serve our country ! — 
Why sits this sadness on your brows, my friends? 

I should have blushed, if Cato’s house had stood 
’Secure, and floutish’d in a civil war. — 

Porcius, behold ihy brother; and remember. 

Thy life is not thy own, when Rome demands it. — 
When Rome demands But Rome is now no more ; 
The Roman empire’s faH’o,~0 curs’d ambition !— 
Fall’n into Citsar’s han& our great forefathers 
Had left him nought to conquer, but his country. 

Juba. Behold that generous man ! Rome fills his 
eyes 

^ With tears, that flow’d not o’er his own dead son. 

Por. While Cato lives> Caesar will blush to see 
Mankind enslav’d, and be asham’d of empire. 

i'ato. Caesar asham’d ! Has he not seen Pharsaliu ? 
Euci. Cato, ’tis time, thou save thyself and us. 

Cato. Lose not a thought on me; I’m out of danger; 
Caesar shall never say, Vve conquered Cato. 

But, 6 my friends, your safety nils my heart 

Witlt anxious thoughts.-*— How shall I save my friends ? 

’Tis now, O Caesar, I begin to feAr thee. 

LlfMUif* Caesar has mercy, if we ask it 6f him. 

Cato. Then ask it, I conjure you : let him know, 
Wbate’er was done against him, Cato did U ; 
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Add, if you please, that I«request it of him. 

That I myself, with tears, request it of him, 

The virtue of my friends may pass unpunish’d. — 

Juba, my heart is troubled for thy sake : 

Should 1 advise thee to regain Numidia, 

Or seek the conqueror ? 

Juha, If 1 forsake thee f 

Whilst 1 have life, may Heaven abandon Juba i 
Cato, Thy virtues, prince, if I foresee aright, 

W^ill one day make thee great. At Rome, hereafter, 
’IVill be no crime to have been Cato’s friend. — 
Porcius, come hither to me, — Ah, my son. 

Despairing of success, 

Let me advise thee to withdraw betimes 
To our paternal seat, the Sabine field, 

Where the great Censor toil’d with his own hands, 
And all our frugal ancestors were blcss’d 
In humble virtues, and a rural life : * 

There live retir’d : 

Content thyself to be obscurely good : 

When vice prevails, and impious men bear sway, 

,rrhe post of honour is a private station. 

JPor. I ho]ie, ray father does not recom^mend 
A Hfo to Porcius, that he scorns himself. 

Cato, {Crosses to K,ii,) — Farewell, my friends!— 
{Lucius leads the three Senators who are r.h. 
hind to the other Senators jl.h.) — I f there be any 
of you 

Wlio dare not trust the victor’s clemency, 

Know, there are ships prepar’d by my command, 

Their sails already opening to the winds, 

That shall convey you to the wish’d-for port. 

Is there aught else, my friends, I can do for you ? 

The conqueror draws near. Once more, farewej|l ! — 
If e’er we meet hereafter, we shall meet 
In happier climes, and on a safer shore, 

Where Caesar never shall approach us more. 

{Pointing to hu dt^:! fow.) 
Tliere the brave youth, with love of virtue fir’d, 

Who greatly in (tis country’s cause expir’d, 
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-^ill know he conquer’d: — ( The four Soldiers take up 
the Hier, — Exeunt Lucius and Senators^ two 
by two.) — The firm patriot there, 

^ho made the welfare of mankind his care, 
hou^h slill by faction, vice, and foitune cross'd, 

^ lall find the generous labour was not lost. 

(A dead march sounds in the Orchestra*) 
{^Exeunt r.h. Cato* 

Bier^ attended by Freedmen* 
Porcius and Luba* 

Eagle. * 

6 Fasces — Two by Two. 
Ensigns, s.p.q.r. 

Ensigns — Pat eras . 
Guards^tu'o and two 

END OF ACT tV, 

ACT V. 

SCENE !• — A Chamber in the Palace. 

Cato discovered, sitting in a thoughtful posture 

In his hand Plato* s book on the Immortality of 
^ the Soul: — a drawn sword on the table by him, 

Cato. It must be so ; — Plato, thou reasonest well ; — 
else whence this pleasing hope, this fond desire, 

I'his longing after immortality ? 

Or whence this secret dread and inward horror 
•Of fallihg into nought ? Why shrinks the soul 
Back o*n herself and startles at destruction ? 

'Tis the Divinity that stirs within us ; 

'Tis Heaven itself that points out an hereafter. 

And ijjUitfiates eternity to man. 

Eternity ! — Thou pleasing, dreadful, thought ! — 
Thrqugh what variety of untried being, 





Througb wbat new scenes and changes must we pass 
The wide, the unbounded prospect lies before me, 

But siiadows, clouds, and darkness rest upon it. — 
Here will I hold : If there’s a Power above us, — 

(And that there is, all nature cries aloud 
'fhrough all her works, — he must delight in virtue ; ( 
And that which he delights in must must be happy. — x 
But when ? or where ? — This world was made fori 
Caesar. — 

I’m weary of conjectures : This must end ’em. 

{.Lading his hand on his Suird.) 
Thus am 1 doubly arm’d : niy death and life. 

My bane and antidote, are both before me : 

This in a moment brings me to an end ; 

But this informs me^ 1 shall never die. 

The soul, secur’d in hA‘ existence, smiles 
At the drawn dagger, and defies its point. — 

The stars shall fade away, the sun himself 
Grow dim with age, and^ture sink in years ; 

But thou shalt flourish U) immortal youth, 

Unhurt amidst the war of elements, 

The wreck of matter, and the crush of worlds.— 

What means this heaviness that hangs upon me ? 
Nature oppress’d, and harass’d out with cr.re, 

Sinks down to rest. This once I’ll favour her, 

That my awaken’d soul may take her flight, 

Renew’d in all her strength, and fresli with life, 

An offering fit for heaven, htt guilt or fear 
Disturb man’s rest : Cato knows neither of ’em. 
Indifferent in his choice to sleep or die.— 

Enter Porcios, r.h.u. 

But hah ! how’s this'? — My son ! Why this intrusion i 
Were not my orders that I would be private ? 

Why am I disobey’d? 

Par, Alas, n^y father ! 

What means this sword ? this instrument of (jeath ? 

Let me cpnvey it hence. ( Takes up the sword. ) 

Cato* Rash youth^ forbear ! 
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Par, O let the prayers^ the entreaties of your 
friends, 

»eir tears, their common danger, wrest it from you. 
Cato, Would’st thou betray me? would’st thou 
give me up, 

ilave, a captive, into Caesar’s hands ? 

(^tire ; and learn obedience to a father; 
know, young man, — 

Look not thus sternly on me : 

^ (Lfays down tJie sword,) 

Vou K..OW I’d rather die than disobey you. 

Cato, ’Tis well : again I’m master of myself. 

Now, Ctesar, let thy troops beset our gates. 

And bar each avenue ; thy gathering fleets 
O’erspread the sea, and stop up every port ; 

('ato shall open to himself a passage. 

And mock thy hopes. 

Por, (Kneels,) O sir, forgive your son. 

Whose grief hangs heavy on hij^ j — O my father,— 
How am 1 sure it is not the last time 
I e’er shall call you so ; — be not displeas’d, 

O be not angry with me, whilst 1 weep. 

And, in the anguish of my heart, beseech you 
To quit the dreadful purpose of your soul. 

C{ito, Thou hast been ever good and dutiful. 

(Halses and embraces him.) 
Weep not, my son ; all will be well again : 

The righteous gods, whom I have sought to please. 
Will succour Cato, and protect his children. 

Par. Your words give comfort to my drooping 
heart. 

Cato. I’orcius, thou may’st rely upon my conduct : 
Cato will never act what misbecomes him, — 

But go, my son ; take care that nought be wanting 
Among thy father’s friends; see them embark’d; 

And tell me if the winds and seas befriend ’em.— 

My soul is quite weigh’d down with care, and asks 
The soft refreshment of a moment’s sleep. 

‘ [^JSsit CatOy L-H. in centre. 

Pot. My thoughts are more at ease ; my heart re- 
' vives- — 
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Enter Marcia, l.h.d. 

O Marcia, O my sister, still there’s hope : 

Our father will not cast away a life 
So needful to us all, and to his country. 

He is retir’d to rest, and seems to cherish 
Thoughts full of peace. He has dispatch’d me henc 
With orders that hespcak a mind compos’d, 

And studious for the safety of his friends. 

Marcia, take care that none disturb his slumberst 

[^Earii Porcius^ a. h . n. 

Mar. O ye immortal powers, that guard the just. 
Watch round his couch, and soften his repose ! 

Banish his sorrows, and becalm his soul 
With easy dreams! Remember all his virtues. 

And show mankind that goodness is your care ! 

Enter Lucia, l.h.d. 

Euc. Where is your father, Marcia? Where it 
Cato ? 

Mar. Lucia, speak low : — he is retir’d to rest. 

My friend, 1 feel a gentle dawning hope 
Rise in my soul : we may be happy still.'* 

Euc. Alas, 1 tremble when 1 think on Cato 5 
In every view, in every thought, 1 tremble. 

Cato is stern, and awful as a ggd ; 

He knows not how to wink at human frailty. 

Or pardon weakness that he never felt. 

iMar. Though stern and awful to the foes of Rome, 
He is all goodness, Lucia, always mild, 

Compassionate and gentle, to his friends ; 

Fill’d with domestic tenderness, — the best. 

The kindest father I — I have ever found him 
Easy, and good, and bounteous to roy wishes. 

Euc. 'Tis his consent alone can make us happy. 

But who knows Cato’s thoughts ? 

Who knows how yet he may dispose of Porcbis ? 

Or, bow he has determin’d of thyself? 

Mur. Let him but live^ commit the rest to heaven. 
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Enter Lucius, l.h. centre: — advances to centre. 

End, Sweet are the slumbers of the virtuous 
man. — 

0 Marcia, I have seen thy godlike father : 

(Some power invisible supports his soul, 

bears it up in all its wonted greatness. 

^ind refreshing sleep has fallen upon him : 

1 safe ^'im stretch’d at ease, his fancy lost 

In pleasing dreams: as f drew near his couch, 

He smil’d, and cried, Ctcsar, thou canst not hurt me. 
Mar. His mind still labours with some dreadful 
thought. 


Enter r.h,d. 

. Juba, Lucius, the horsemen arc return’d from 
viewing 

The number, strength, and posture of our foeb, 

Who now encamp within a short hour’s march. 

On the high point of yon bright western tower 
VV e ken them from afar ; the setting sun 
Plays on their shining arms and burnish’d helmets, 
And covers all the field with gleams of fire. 

EucL Marcia, ’tis time, we should awake thy father. 
Caesar is still dispos’d to give us terms; 

And waits at distance, till he hears from Cato. 

Enter Porcius, r.h.o. 

Porcius, thy looks speak somewliat of importance. 
^Whatjidings dost thou bring? Methinks, 1 see 
Unusual gladness sparkling in ihy eyes. 

For. As I was hasting to the port, where now 
• My father’s friends, impatient for a passage, 

Ac(5uMM#re lingering winds, a sail arriv’d 

From Pompey’s son, who through the realms of Spain 

Callsrout for vengeance on his father’s death, 
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And rouses the whole nation up to arms. 

Were Cato at their head, once more might Rome 
Assert her rights and claim her liberty. — 

{Cato* s groans are heard,) 
But hark 1 what means that groan ? — O give me 

way. 

And let me fly into my father’s presence. j 

[Exit Pordus^ l.h. in centr'^i 
Luci^ Cato, amidst his slumbers, thinks on Rom ' 
And in the wild disorder of his soul 
Mourns o’er his country. — 

{Cato groans again l.h. in centre . ) 
Hah ! a second groan ! — Heaven guard us all ! 

Mar, Alas ! ’tis not the voice 
Of one who sleeps ; ’tis agonizing pain, 

’Tis death is in that sound. 

Enter Pouchts, l.h. in centre^ advances between^ 
Marcia and Juba, 

Por. O sight of woe I 

O Marcia, wliat we feared is come to pass ! — 

Cato is fallen upon his sword, — 

Lud, O Porcius, 

Hide all the horrors of thy mournful tale. 

And iet us guess the rest. 

Por, I’ve rais’d him up. 

And plac'd him in his chair; where, pale and faint, 
rie casps for breath, and, as his life flows from him,— 

( 77ie persons on the stage separate and look to the 
back scene, 

Jubuy Porcius, Marcus^ Ludus^ Lucia. ^ 

Demands to see his friends. His servants weeping, 
Obsequious to his orders, hear him hither. 

Mar, O Heaven, assist me in this dread 
To p^y the last sad duties to n»y father ! 
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Enter 2 Freedmen and Cato, i..h. in centre^ sup- 
ported by his 2 Freedmen. — 7«i;o first Freed- 
men remove the table r.h. and remain by it . — 
Marcia runs to assist Cato. Takes his left arm 
and helps to bring him to his chair. 


2 Freedmen. 
Table. 


2 Freedmen. 
Chair — Lucia 


Porcius. 

Juba. 


Marcia. 

Lucius. 


Jiiha. These are thy triumphs, thy exploits, O 
( -aBsar ? 

Luci. Now is Rome fallen indeed ! 

Cato. Here set me down. — 

'Porcius, come near me: — are my friends embark’d ? 
Can any thing be thought of for their service ? 

Whilst yet 1 live, let me not live in vain. — 

O Lucius, art thou here? — Thou art too good ! — 

Let this our friendship live between our children ; 
Make Porcius happy in thy daughter Lucia. — 

Alas, poor man, he weeps ! — Marcia, my daughter, — 
(> bend me forward 1 — Juba loves thee, Marcia. 

A senator of Rome, while Rome surviv’d. 

Would not have match’d his daughter with a king; 
But (’fesar’s arms have thrown down all distinction ; 
Whoe’er is brave and virtuous, is a Roman. — 

I’m sick to death. — O, when shall I get loose 
From tins vain world, the abode of guilt and sorrow! — 
And yet, methinks, a beam of light breaks in 
On n^y departing soul. — Alas ! I fear, 

I’ve been too hasty. — CJ ye powers, that search 
The heart of man, and weigh his inmost thoughts, 

1/ 1 have done amiss, impute it not ! — 

may err, — but you are good, and — oh! 

(Dies.) 

(Curtain drops to sloiv Music.) 
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(iJiOKGK BARNWELL. 


If iutontioiis are to he accepted as an atonemeat foi dull 
>M'itiiiU', this tedious extract Irom the ‘‘ Ne\vg;ate Calendar” may 
'scape iincensurcd ; but, if judg;ed upon llic score of its actual merits, 
vitliout any reference to the author'.s aim in producing it, few rea- 
jers will hesitate to pronounce it a tasteless composition, devoi<l alike 
d ingenuity in its construction, probability in its incidents, elevation 
»f sentiment, and elegance of language. The characters some people 
lavc declared to he vastly natural, simply because their occupations 
i/i(l rr.uk arc those of common life ; and we .are constrained to allow 
' Ij at mercenary fe*lrumpets, prosy tradesmen, and knavi.sh shop- boys, 

' IV every day to be met with ; but, th.*it tlic individuals ol the kind 
here introduced arc true to nature, either in their actions or their 
ideas, we stoutlj* deny, 

liiven had the autlmr been as skilful in the triviinient of his subject 

h(‘ h is been tin* reverse, we sliould still inaintalii, in spite of every 
(I)ing j'ilvaueed to the e^>ntl.ll•y, lliat he betrayed a mo&t wofiil lack of 
iudgnient in tlie selection of it. The nature displayed in 7'ragedy is, 
'u' sliould he, nature sublimated, reftned, and purged f>l its grossness - 
ooi diMwn from Mdyect.-. essentially mean, nor depleting the ordinary 
o(’i npati(^n5 of domestic life, winch no ability can elevate into impor- 
'‘'-nee, >r di^ est of vulgar associations. It does not follow because 
' crtaiii things and persons arc to he met with in the world, that they 
’*e-uecessarily lit subjects for the dramatist to employ his skill upon j 
'or, li'.s.u a a principle were once admitted, it would not be long ere 
MMue ingeiiujns playwright regaled an audience with the spectacle of 
Mrs.Hio vnrigg Hogging her apprentices, or the mob of Edinburgh liang- 
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ing^ Captain Portcous upon a dyer's pole : subjects quite as edifying, 
and far more interesting than the freaks of Master Btirnwell. Lillo's 
counting-house heroics, it can't be denied, are in vile taste. Day- 
books and ledgers, exports and imports, the Old Bailey and Tyburn > 
assort wretchedly with the true attributes of Melpomene ; and though 
some men of good sense will still defend “ George Barnwell," out of 
respect for its supposed moral tendency, (of which by the bye) none 
but those who have no relish for the charms of rchned composition, 
and whose gross minds require the excitements offered by clashing 
fetters, tolling bells, black clothes, and white ham^erchiefs, will ever 
cordially admire it. As for the style in which it is composed, the 
remarks of the highest authority upon such points, Dr. Johnson, seem 
to be perfectly conclusive. He observed that he could hardly con- 
sider a prose tragedy dramatic ; that it is difficult for the performers 
to speak it ; that, let the scene be cither in high or low life, it may 
still, though in metre, be rendered familiar and colloquial ; and that 
the writing of prose is generally but an excuse for poverty of genius." 

Admitting, however, for argument's sake, that prose may some- 
times be employed as the language of tragedy, and is not invariably 
made use of from the author's inability to write verse, let us examine 
the style in which the characters of this play express themselves, and 
see how far it is suited to their characters and situations. We com* 
mence with a few reflections interchanged by liarnwcU and his friend 
Trueman : 

** Barnwell. Will yesterday return ? Wc have heard, the glorious 
sun, that till then incessant rolled, once stopped his rapid course, and 
once went back. The dead have risen, and (Mirched rocks poured 
forth a liquid stream, to quench a people's thirst. The sea divided, 
and form'd walls of water, while a whole nation pass'd in safety thro* 
its sandy bosom. Hungry lions have refus'd their prey ; and men un- 
hurt have walk'd amidst consuming flames ; but, never yet did time, 
once past, return. 

Trueman* Though the continued chain of time has never once been 
broke, nor ever will, but uninterrupted must keep on its course, till, 
lost in eternity, it ends where it first began i yet, as heaven can repeir * 
whatever evils time can bring upon us, we ought never to 
Bttii'business requires our attendance ; business, the youth’s best pre- 
from ill, as idleness his worst of snares." 
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This, ffood readoi', ils not poetry, *tis only prose run mad ; and yot 
admirers of siich wretched jargon prosurne to prate about the hi- 
ftatioi) of blank verse, false notions of elegance,” and Lillo's strict 
adherence to natorc, Natuie, indeed ! never did two apprentices eon 
verse in sjudi a style since the invention of indentures, lJut, let us see 
.•^omc more. The followin*^ is Brtr/iwr/l's solihniuy when about to 
murder his uncle, duriaaf the delivery of whieh, in order to heighten 
its effect, he “ soinelimes presents a pistol, and then draws it back 
again r” 

“Oh, deatli ! tliou strange mysterious power, seen every day, yet 
never understood, hut by the incommunicative dead, what art thou ? 
The extensive mind of man, that with a thought circles the earth’s vast 
globe, sinks to the centre, or ascends above the stars, that worlds 
exotic finds, or tl- iks it finds, thy thick clouds attempts to pass in 
vain ; lost and bewilflered in the horrid gloom, defeated, she returns 
more doubtful than before, nf nothing certain, but of labour lost.” 

, The reader of this tragedy will find himsell in a precisely similar 
predicament. 

The young l.idy, A/rtcm, is as choice in her language as any of her 
associates, and her ojiening soliloquy has but two faults, — ’tis some- 
what unmeaning, and quite out of place : 

“ How foreilfle is trutli ! 'i'lic weakest mind, inspired with love ot 
that, fixed and collected in itself, with indifl’ereuce beholds the united 
force of earth and hell opposing. Such souls are rai.sed above the 
sense of pain, or so supported that they regard it not. The martyr 
cheaply purchases his heaven ; small arc his sufferings, great is his re- 
ward. Not so the wretch who combats love with duty, «xc.” 

We shall not tire oar readers with more of Mr. Lillo’s heroics, 
though all his characters, down to Mr. Blant^ who occupies the very 
rejiutable situation of bully in MiliwootVs furnished apaitmcnts on the 
first-llf)or, express themselv^cs occasionally in the same high-fiown 
terms ;,and Millwood, in the last act, soars to a pitch of fustian about 
wheels, racks, scorpions, melted lead, and scas of sulphur, which is 
perfectly astounding. We prefer selecting a scrap or two of the faini- 
*’*ir and useful from the conversation of Thorowgood and Trueman. 

** irucman. Sir, have you any commands for me at this time } 
Thorowgood. (July look carefully over the files, to see whether 
there are any tradesmen’s bills unpaid; if there arc, scud and dis- 
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charge them. We must not let artiiicers lose their time, so useful to 
the public and their families, in unnecessary attendance. 

Trueman. I have observed, those countries where trade is promoted 
and encouraged, do not make discoveries to destroy, but to improve 
mankind by love and friendship ; to tame the fierce, and polish the 
most savage j to teach them the advantage of honest traffic, by taking 
from them, with their own consent, their useless superfluities, and giv- 
ing them, in return, what, from their ignorance in manual art?, their 
situation, or some other accident, they stand in need of.** 

This is all very sensible truly, and would be right novel also, had 
not the worthy gentlemen been anticipated by the compiler of that ox - 
eellent manuel “The Young Man's Best Companion,’* which we be- 
lieve was given to the world some time before the appearance of 
“ George Barnwell.*’ How »> neatly would the interest and animation of 
the scene have been heightened, had the collocutors proceeded to favour 
the audience with their ideas upon Simple and Compound Interest, 
Book-keeping by Double and Single Entry, or the Duties of the Cus- 
toms and l^xcisc. The reader will please to observe that he is indebted 
to us for placing before him the above splendid passages, some of 
which we fear he will not find in the present edition of the play, 

as the inverted commas arc more thickly scattered than in any other 
piece we ever looked into. *Tis scarcely credible, an<? yet ’tis true, 
that the language of Lillo’s play has met with admirers, who have 
styled it characterislically simple, though constantly disgraced by such 
bombast and twattle as we have just quoted. Wc rccoliec t but a single 
truly natural sentiment througliout ; it is in the 4th act, where Ham- 
well says to Milbvoud 

“'Tis fit I die, indeed, — but not by you.” 

One quiet touch of nature like this is worth more than whole pages 
of the unmeaning rant previously transcribed. 

So much for the language, — the characters are worthy of it. Upon 
the stage, the skill of the performers may possibly command for them 
some little attention among the cook -maids and liousu-keepcrs in the 
galleries ; but, in the mind of the reader they excite no sentk.«Ciit 
of pity or respect. AVlio can be interested about the fate of 
al gp common-place personages as Thorowgood and his daughter, or of 



A vulgar, heartless strumpet like Millwood, destitute of a single men- 
tal fascinatlun, and fit only to beat hemp in Bridewell. For Barnwell 
himself, we feci nothing but contempt. He is a canting hypocritical 
rascal, and an egregious coxcomb into the bargain. Had he not, in 
his own expressive language, been suspended between heaven and 
earth, a dreadful spectacle to the gaping crowds’* he would in due time 
have settled down into a sleek, plausible, substantial, sensual trades- 
man of the dissenting persuasion; lied, cheated, and attended chapel, 
with singular assiduity; and, after death, have been honoured with a 
tomb, proclaiming to the world his exemplary virtues. “ Nemo re- 
pente fuit turpissimus,** we all of us learned at school, but the pro- 
ceedings of Bar^iwell give the assertion the lie most flatly. His post- 
haste progress in guilt outrages all probability; never did corruption 
make such rapid progress. We see him at the opening of the play, 
a shamefaced ingenuous youth, and immediately aft('r, with scarcely 
any preparation for such a change, we find him, wc scarcely know 
how, transformed into a monster of perfidy and ingratitude, a liar, a 
roliber, and a gratuitous murderer. In the hands of a clever writer, 
who would have rendered Millwood moxa captivating, thrown the early 
part of the action into narrative, and introduced Barnwell in an ad- 
vanced stage of his career, the story might have been rendered much 
more iutercstu^ and probable; at present the play is but a j nmole of 
tire.: o me absurdities. 

But, the most objectionable characteristic of the piece, in our esti- 
mation, is that fur which it has by many worthy people been highly 
valued, viz. its etfect upon the morals of the spectators. \\’c have 
not much faith, as our readers well know, in the imputed power of 
stage exhibilioas to change the whole character of a people, or indeed, 
to work any very material alteration either for better or for worse in 
their feelings and opinions; but, we do sincerely believe that if 
“ George Barnwell” has actually any influence upon the minds of those 
who see it performed, 'tis far more likely to be pernicious than salu- 
tary. “Where ignorance is virtue, *tis folly to be wise,-” and the 
minute representation of the intrigues of a strumpet, will do more, 
we suspect, towards vitiating the principles and inflaming the imagi- 
naikoiis of young men, than the “ great moral lesson” at the close will 
serve tO benefit them. Children, too, are very apt at drawing con- 
clusions from what they see and hear ; they have active inquiring 



minds ; and ssome of the conversations between Millwood ami Luct/ 
are calcnlated to leach their young ideas how to shoot very luxuriant- 
ly. Vice, we shall be told is so hateful a creature, that to be bated 
she need but be .seen ; but he who sent his son to walk the lobbies, in 
the expectation of his being disgusted with the Mtllwoods that fre- 
<iuenttheiu, would venture upon a somewhat hazardous experiment. 

In every point of view, then, we consider this play to l)e a disgrace 
to the Ihiglish Drama, and the coiinteaauce it once met with, a blot 
upon the national taste. Wo trust it will never he suflcred to resume 
its place upon the stage, from which of late it has been deservedly 
banished, but that the story ot liarnwidCs misdeeds will in future be 
confined to the Cheap llepository Tracts, and similar “Two-penny 
Trash,” with wliicli the count ly is inuudaled ; and serve merely as a 
birth-day present from Covechild to Master (loodlad. 

George LlHo, tlie author of this tragedy, was horn on the 4th of 
I'e!). l()ii:l, near Moorgate, where his father, a Dutch emigrant, car- 
ried otj the business of a jeweller, in which he was succeeded by his 
sou, who pursued the ota upatioii for many years with an iinbleinishcd 
character. Davies tlie bookseller, who published an edition of his 
works in 2 vols. 12ino. 1775 , says that he was in person lusty, but not 
tall, and of a pleasing countenance, though deprived of ouc eye. If 
we may judge of his d)s}7ositii)n from the following an?cdotc, related 
of him bytlic same writer, it appears to have savoured strongly of ec- 
centricity : — 

“Tiiwards the latter part of his life, cither from judgment or hu- 
mour, he determined to put the sincerity of his friends, who possessed 
a very high regaid for him, to a trial. To effect this, he practised 
an odd kind of stratagem. He asked one of his intimate acquaintance 
to leftd him a con-slderable sum of money, for which he declared he 
would give no boml, nor any oflicr security, except a note of hand ; 
but the person Ui whom he applied, not liking the terms, civilly refused 
him. Soon after, Lillo met his nephew, a Mr. Underwood, with whom 
he had been at variance for some time, and whom he requested to lend 
him money upon tlie same coudilions His nephew, either Irom a sa- 
gacious apprehension of his uncle’s real intention, or from generosity 
of spirit, immediately offered to grant his request. Lillo wase So 
pl^^ased with this ready compliance, that he assured his nephew he 
sHould reap the benefit such generous behaviour deserved, aud in 



performance of his promise, he bequeathed him the bulk of his for^ 
tune.” 

In matters of relig^ion, Lillo dissented from the doctrines of the Es- 
tablished Church. He died on the 3d of September, 1739, aged 47 
years, and a few months after. Fielding printed this character of him 
in ‘'The Champion 

“ He had a perfect knowledge of human nature, though his contempt 
of all base means of ai)pllcatioo, which arc the necessary steps to 
great acquaintance, restrained his conversation within very narrow 
bounds. He had the spirit of an old Roman, joined to the innocence 
of a primitive Christian. He was content ^ith his little state of life, 
in which his excellent temper of mind gave him a happiness beyond' 
the power of riches to bestow; and it was necessary for his friends to 
have a sharp insight into his want of their services, as well as good 
inclination or abilities to serve him. In short, he was one of, the best 
of men, and those who knew him best will most regret liis loss.” 

The names of Lillo’s dramas are, 1. Silvia ; or, The Country Bu- 
rial, Op. 1731. — 2. George Barnwell, T. 1731.— 3. The Christian 
Hero, T. 1734.— 4, fatal Curiosity, T. 1737.— 5. Marina, P. 1738.— 
d. Britannia and Batavia, M. 1740.— 7. Elmerick ; or, Justice Trium- 
phant, T. 1740. — 8. Arden of Feversham, T, 1762. Besides these, he 
is said to have written a comedy called the “ Regulators,” for the MS. 
of which the publisher of an edition of his plays in 1810, made strict 
enquiry, without success. 

The Prologue to his “Elmerick,” which was not played till after 
his death, asserted that he ended his days depressed by want as well as 
disease ; but this, his editor Davies has clearly proved to bo a mis- 
take. He died possessed of an annuity of £60 per annum, besides 
various valuable effects. 

“ George Barnwell” was produced at Drury Lane Theatre, in April 
1731, and met with so much success, that it was played twenty nights 
before the termination of the season, and even attracted the attention 
of royalty. In a newspaper of the lime appears this paragraph : — 

“ Friday, the 2d of July, the queen sent to the play-house in Driiry- 
Lane, for the MS. of ‘ George Barnwell,' to peruse it, which Mr. 
Wiiivs carried to Hampton Court.” This popularity was by no means 
anticipated by the mangers, nor were the critics of the day more san- 
guine in their expectations, according to the following story, which, 





however, bears falshood, or at least exaggeration, on the face of it 
“ The play being founded on a well-known ballad, many critics of the 
time, who went to the first representation, formed so contemptuous an 
idea of it, that they purchased the ballad {many thousands of which 
were used in one day on this account) to draw comparisons between 
that and the play, liut the merit of the piece soon got the better of 
this contempt, and presented them with scenes written so truly to the 
heart, that they were compelled to subscribe to their power, and 
drop tlicir ballads to take up their handkerchiefs.’* 

The Ballad in question is printed inTercy’s “ Kelitjucs,” from a MS- 
in the Ashmolcan Collection at Oxford, entitled “ An Excellent Ballad 
of George J3arnwcll, an Apprentice of Loudon, who tlirice robbed his 
Master, and murdered his Uncle at Ludlow.” This ditty, in which 
Hai'nwvll relates his own ‘t uy, dilFers nothing in its incidents from 
the play,i^ and contains no passages worth transcrihing. 

Till within a very few years, “ George Barnwell** was constantly ex- 
hibited for the edification of young people of both sexes, on Easter Mon - 
day, and previous to the first performance of the Christmas pantomime ; 
hut good taste and common-sense have at lengthicauscd the disconti- 
nuance of the absurdity. Let it be recorded to Mr. Ellistoii’s credit, 
that lie was the first to break tbroiigh the practice, and abolish this 
muiuiiuTy, having omitted to perform the piece at Drury-lanc, Christ- 
mas, 1819, since which period, it has, very rarely, been allowed to 
revisit the glimpses of the moon, making night hideous, and cleaving 
the general car with horrid speech. 

Wc must not conclude without inserting a letter sent by Ross the ac- 
tor to a friend, which seems to have a kind of prescriptive right to ac^ 
company every edition of “ George Barnwell.** 

Jlamjistead, 20th August, 1787. 

“ In the year 1752, during the Christmas holidays, 1 played Oeor^i 
liarmvell, and the late Mrs. Pritchard Millwood. Doctor Barrowby, 
physician to St. Bartholomew's hospital, tobl me he was sent for 
by a young gentleman in Great St. flelen’s, apprentice to a capital 
merchant. He found him very ill, with a slow fever, and a heavy 
j!;|^gimer pulse, that no medicine could touch. The nurse told him he 
l^ Mfeed Jit times so heavily, that she was sure something lay -upon his 
The doct or sent every one out of the room, and told his patient 
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he was certain there was something oppressed his mind, and lay so 
heavy on his spirits, that it would be in vain to render him medicine, 
unless he would open his mind freely. After much solicitation, the 
youth confessed there was something lay heavy at his heart, but that 
he would sooner die than divulge it, as it must be his ruin, if known. 
The Doctor assured him, if he would make him his confidant, he would 
serve him, by every means in his power, and that the secret, if he 
desired it, should remain so to all the world, but to those who might 
be necessary to relieve him. After much conversation, he told the 
Doctor he was the second son to a gentleman of good fortune in Hert- 
fordshire ; that he had made an improper aequaintance with a kept 
mistress of a captain of an Indiaman, then abroad ; that he was within 
a year of being out of his time, and had l)ccn intrusted with cash^ 
drafts, and notes, which he had made free with, to the amount of 
.£200. That going two or three nights before to Dniry Lane, to sec 
Ross and Mr.s. Pritcliard in the characters of George Barnwell and 
Millwood, he was so forcibly struck, that he bad not enjoyed a mo- 
ment’s peace since, and wished to die, to avoid the shame he saw 
hanging over him. The Doctor asked where his father was; he re- 
plied, he expected him there every minute, as he was sent for by his 
master, upon his being taken so very ill. The Doctor desired the 
young gentlcinan.to make himself perfectly easy, as he would under- 
take that his father should set all right ; and, to get his patient in a 
promising way, assured him, if his father made the least hesitation, 
he should have the money of him. The father soon arrived; the Doc- 
tor took him into another room, and, after explaining the cause of 
his son’s illness, begged him to save the honour of his family, and the 
life of his sou. The father, with tears in his cye.s, gave him a thou- 
sand thanks, and said he would step to his banker, and fetch the 
money. While he was gone. Doctor Barrowby went to bis patient, 
and told him every every thing would be settled in a few minutes to 
his ease and satisfaction ; that his father Was gone to his banker’s for 
the monc*y, and would soon return with peace and forgiveness, and 
never mention or even think of it more. What is very extraordinary, 
the Doctor told me, that in a few minutes after he had communicated 
this news to his patient, upon feeling of his pulse, without the help of 
any medicine, he was quite another creature. The father returned 
with notes to the amount of ;£?200, which he put into his son’s hands 
— they wept, kissed, embraced. The son soon recovered, and lived 



lo be a eery emiaent merchant. Doctor Barrowby never told me the 
name, but the story he mentioned often, in the Green-Room of Drury 
Lane Theatre ; and, after telling it one night when 1 was standing hy, 
he said to me, ‘ You have done some good in your profession ; more, 
perhaps, than many a clergyman who preached last Sunday;' — for, 
the patient told the Doctor, the play raised such horror and contrition 
in his soul, that he resolved, if it would please God to raise a friend to 
extricate him out of that distress, to dedicate the rest of his life to re- 
ligion and virtue. Though I never knew his name, nor saw him, to 
my knowledge, I received for nine or ten years, at my benefit, a note 
sealed up, with ten guineas, and these words * A Tribute of Gratitude, 
from one who was highly obliged, and saved from ruin, by seeing Mr. 
Ross's performance of Barnwell* 

“ I am, dear Sir, 

** Vour's truly, 

“ David Ross." 

What credit is due to this relation we are unable to say, but it would 
l>e satisfactory to know whether Doctor Barrowby was living at the 
date of the letter; and whether of the numerous individuals who must 
have heard the anecdote so often repeated" in the Drury Lane Green- 
Room, any one ever corroborated Ross's statement, by mentioning the 
circumstance. At all events, supposing the story to be strictly tnic, it 
still proves but little in favour of the play’s moral tendency, for whilst 
it may have shewn to one man the error of his ways, it may also have 
perverted the imaginations of hundreds. P.P. 

%mt of IScpreomtatton. 


The time this piece takes in representation is two hours and a 
quarter.— The half-piice commences at nine o’clock. 
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Coi^tume. 


THOROWGOOD. 

First dress. — Brown coat, waistcoat, and breeches.— Second dress. 
— Suit of black. 

BARNWELL. 

Moronc coloured coat, waistcoat, breeches, and camlet great r oat 

GEORGE BARNWELL. 

Blue coat, while waistcoat, and black breeches. 

TRUEMAN. 

Black coat, waistcoat, and breeches. 

BLUNT. 

Blue coat, white waistcoat, and black breeches, 

JAILOR. 

Brown coat, red waistcoat, and black breeches. 

MILLWOOD. 

Pink satin dress, handsomely trimmed. 

MARIA. 

First dress. — White leno, trimmed with white satin ribbon.— Sccoiu' 
dress. — Black crape. 


Smart coloured gown. 


LUCY. 



^ei'jEloncl 3aeprei$mteti. 


Drury ’lane. Covent-giarden . 

Thorowgood Mr. Powell. Mr. E^crton. 

Ifarnwell Mr. Thomson. Mr. Chapman. 

George Barnwell Mr. Cooper. Mr. C. Kemble. 

Trueman Mr. Barnard. Mr. Claremont. 

Blunt, Mr. W.H. Williams. Mr. Atkins. 

Jmlov Mr. Willmott- Mr. Louis. 

Millwood Mrs. W. West. Mrs. Faucit. 

Lucy .... Mrs. Orger. Mrs. Gibbs. 

Maria Miss Smithson. Miss Foote. 



PROLOGUE. 

SPOKEN BY MR. CIBBER, JUN. 


The Trajfic Muse» sublime, delights to show 
Princes distrest, and scenes of royal woe ; 

In awful pomp, majestic, to relate 
The fall of nations, or some hero’s fate : 

That scepter’d chiefs may by example know 
The strange vicissitude of things below : 

What dangers on security attend ; 

How pride and cruelty in ruin end ; 

Hence Providence supreme to know ; and own 
Humanity adds glory to a throne. 

In cv’ry former age, and foreign tongue. 

With native grandeur thus the Goddess sung. 

Upon our stage indeed, with wish’d success. 

You've sometimes seen her in a humbler dress ; 
Great only in distress. When she complains 
Id Southern’s, Rowe’s, or Otway’s moving strains. 
The brilliant drops that fall from each bright eye. 
The absent pomp, with brighter jems, supply. 
Forgive us then, if we attempt to show. 

In artless strains, a tale of private woe. 

A London ’Prentice ruin’d is our theme. 

Drawn from the fam'd old song, that bears bis name. 
We Lope your taste is not so high to scorn 
A moral tale, esteem’d e'er you were born ; 

Which for a century of rolling years. 

Has fill’d a thousand-thousand eyes with tears. 

If thoughtless youth to warn, and shame the age 
From vice destructive, well becomes the stage ; 

]ff this example innocence secure. 

Prevent our guilt, or by reflection cure ; 

If Millwood’s dreadful guilt, and sad des^iair. 
Commend the virtue of the good and fair, 

Tho’ art be wanting, and our numbers fail. 

Indulge th’ attempt injustice to the tale. 



EPILOGUE 


WRITTEN- BV COLLEY CIBBER, ESQ. AND SPOKEN BY 
MRS. CIBBEK. 


Since fate has rubbM me of the hapless youth. 
For whom my heart had hoarded up its truth ; 
By all the laws of love and honour, now. 

Tin free a^ain to choose, ^and one of you. 


But soft, — with caution first Fll round me peep. 
Maids, in my case, should look, before they leap : 
Here’s choice cno of various sorts, and hue, 
The cit, the wit, the rake cock’d up in cue, 

Tlie fair spruce Mercer, and the tawney Jew. 


Suppose I search the sober gallery ; — No, 

There’s none but ’prentices, and cuckolds all a row. 

And these, 1 doubt, are those that make ’em so. 

{Pointing to the boxes.) 


} 

} 


'Tis very well, enjoy the jest : — but you, 

Fine powder’d sparks nay, I’m told 'tis true. 
Your happy spouses — caQ make cuckolds too. 

’ Twixt you and them, the diffrcnce this perhaps, 
The cit’s ashain’d whene’er his duck he traps ; 
But you, when madam’s tripping, let her fall, 
Cock up your hats, and take no shame at all. 

What if some favour’d poet 1 could meet ? 
Whose love would lay his laurels at my feet. 

No, painted passion real love abhors, — 

His flame would prove the suit of creditors. 

Not to detain you then with longer pause, 

In short, my heart, to this conclusion draws, 

1 yield it to the hand that’s loudest in applause* 



GEORGE BARNWELL. 


ACT 1. 

SCENE I . — A Room in Thorowgood's House. 

Enter Tiio rowgood erwrf Tjiukman, ii.ii. 

2Vwe. Sir, the packet from Genoa is arrived. 

(Gives tellers.) 

Thor. Heaven be praised, the storm that threatened 
our royal mistress, pure religion, liberty, and laws, is 
for a time diverted ; by which means time is gained to 
make such preparations on our part as may, heaven 
concurring, prevent his malice, or turn the meditated 
mischief on himself. 

7 rue. He must be insensible indeed, who is not af- 
fected when the safety of his country is concerned. — 
Sir, may I know by what means — if I am too bold — 

Thor. Your curiosity is laudable ; and Jit some fu- 
ture period I shall gratify il with the greater plea- 
sure, because from thence you may learn how ho- 
nest merchants, as such, may sometimes contribute to 
the safety of their country, as they do at all times to 
its happiness ; that if hereafter you should be tempted 
to any action that has the appearance of vice or mean- 
ness hi it, upon reflecting on the dignity of our pro- 
fession, you may with honest scorn reject whatever 
is unworthy of it. 

True, Should Barnwell or I, who have the benefit 
of your example, by our ill conduct bring any iinpu- 
tatrpn. on that honourable name, we must be left with- 
out excuse. 
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GEORGE BARNWELL. 

'Fhor, You compliment, young man. — {Trueman 
bows respecifuUj/ .) — Nay, 1 am not offended. As the 
name of merchant never degrades the genllemaii, so 
by no means does it exclude him ; only take heed not 
to purchase the character of compl^sant at the ex- 
pense of your sincerity. 

True, Well, sir, have you any commands for meat 
this time ? 

Thor, Only to look carefully over the the files to 
see whether there are any trad(‘sman\s bills unpaid ; 
and if there are, to send and discharge them. W e 
must not let artificers lose their time, so useful to the 
public and their Similies, in unnecessaiy attendance. 

[^Exit Trueman y ii.ii. 

Maria, l.u. 

Thor, Well, Maria, have you given orders for the . 
entertainment ? I would have it in some measure wor- 
thy the guests. Let there be plenty, and of the best : 
that the courtiers, though they should deny us citi- 
zens politeness, may at least commend our hospitality. 

Maria, Sir, I have endeavoured not to rvrong your 
well-known generosity by an ill-timed^^arsimony. 

llior. Nay, ’twas a needless caution ; I have no 
cause to doubt your prudence. 

Maria, Sir, 1 find myself unfit for conversation at 
pn*senl : I should but increase the number of the com- 
pany, without adding to their satisfaction. 

Thor, Nay, my child, this melancholy must not be 
indulged. 

Maria, Company will but increase it. I wish you 
would dispense with ray absence; solitude best suits 
my present temper. 

Thor, You are not insensible that it is chiefly on 
your account these noble lords do rnc the honour so 
frequently to grace my board ; should you be absent, 
Ih^^isappointment may make them repent (heir con- 
lUl^bsion, and think their labour lost. 

He that shall think his time or honour lost in 
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visiting you, can set no real value on your daughter’s 
company, whose only merit is that she is yours. The 
man of quality, who chuses to converse with a gentle- 
man aud merchant of your worth and character, may 
confer honour by so doing, bnt he loses none. 

T/ior. Come, come, Maria, 1 need not tell you that 
a young gentleman may prefer your conversation to 
mine, yet intend me no disrespect at all ; for though 
he may Jose no honour in my company, ’tis very na- 
tural for him to expect more pleasure in yours. I re- 
member the time when the company of the greatest and 
wisest man in the kingdom would have been insipi^ 
and tiresome to me, if it had deprived me of an op- 
j)ortiinity of enjoying your mother’s. 

Marku Yours, no doubt, was as agreeable to her : 
lor generous minds know no pleasure in society but 
where ’tis mutual. 

• Thor. Thou know’st I have no heir, no child but 
thee ; the fruits of many years successful industry must 
all be thine ; now it would give me pleasure great as 
iny love, to sec on whom you would bestow it. I am 
daily solicited by men of the greatest rank and merit 
for leave to address you, but I have hitherto declined 
it, in hopes that by observation I should learn which 
way >our inclination tends; tor as 1 know love to be 
essential to liapjuness in the married state, 1 had ra- 
ther my approbatiqii should confirm your choice than 
direct it. 

Maria. What can I say ?— how shall I answer as 1 
ought this tenderness, so uncommon, even in the best 
of parents ? But you are without exampte ; yet, had 
you been le.'S indulgent, I had been most wretched. 
That I look on the crowd of courtiers that visit here 
with equal esteem, but equal indifference, you have 
observed, and 1 must needs confess; yet, had you as- 
serted )our authority, and insisted on a parent’s right 
to be obeyed, 1 had submilfed, and to iny duly sacri- 
ficed my peace. 

Thor. From your perfect obedience in every other 
instance, 1 feared as much, and therefore would leave 
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you without a bi^ in an aflair wherein your happiness 
is so immediateljr concerned. 

Mariom W hethcr from a want of that just ambiHon 
that would become your daughter, or from some oth^r 
cause, 1 know not ; but 1 find high birth and titles do 
not recommend the man who owns them to my affec- 
tions. 

Thor. I would not that they should, unless his me- 
rit recommends him more. A noble birth and fortune, 
though they make not a bad man good, yet they are a 
real advantage to a worthy one, and place his virtues 
in the fairest light. 

Maria. T cannot answer for my inclinations, but they 
shall ever be submitled to your wisdom and authority ; 
and as you will not compel me to marry where 1 can- 
not love, so love shall never make me act contrary to 
iny duty. Sir, have 1 your p<‘rmissioa to lelire ? 
ril sec you to your chamber. 

[^Exeunty r.ii. 

SCENE II.— -.4 lioom in Milhcood's House. 

Millwood discovered; Lucy wailing. 

Mill. T low do I look to-day, Lucy ? 

Lucy. O, killjjigly, madam ! A little more red, and 
yoiril be irresistible ! But why this more than ordi- 
,nary care of )our dress and complexion ? What new 
/conquest are you aiming at? 

Mill. A conquest would be new indeed ! 

Lucy. Not to you, who make 'em every day, — but 
to me. Well, His what I’m never to expect, — unfor- 
tunate as 1 am : but your wit and beauty — 

Mill. First made me a wretch, and still continue me 
so. Men, how'cver generous or sincere to one ano- 
ther, are all selfish hypocrites in their affairs with us. 
We are no otherwise esteemed or regarded by them, 
but as we conlribule to their satisfaction, ft is a ge- 
vUeral maxim among the knowing part ofmankind, chat 
/a woman without virtue, like a man without honour, 



GEORGE BARNWELL. 5 

or honesty, is capable of any action, though never so 
vile; and yet what pains will they not take, what arts 
not use, to seduce us from our innocence, and make 
us contemptible and wicked, even in their own opi- 
nions ? Then is it not just the villains, to their cost, 
should find us so ? But guilt makes them suspicious, 
and keeps them on their guard ; therefore vve can take 
advantage only of the young and innocent part of the 
sex, who, having never injured woman, apprehend no 
injury from them. 

Luct/, Ay, they must be young indeed. 

Mill. Such a one, 1 think, 1 have found. As I’ve 
passed through the city, I have often observed him re- 
ceiving and paying considerable sums of money ; from 
thence I conclude he is employed in affairs of conse- 
quence. 

Is he handsome ? 

. MilL Ay, ay, the stripling is well made. 

//wcy. About — 

Mill. Eighteen. 

Innocent, handsome, and iibout eighteen ! — 
you 11 be vastly happy. Why, if you manage well, 
you may keep liirn to yourself these two or three years. 

Mill, if 1 manage well, I shall Have done wdth 
him much sooner. Having long had a design orr 
him, and meeting him yesterday, I made a full stop, 
and gazing wishfully on his face, asked him his name : 
he blushed, and bowing very low, answered — George 
Barnwell. I begge3Tiis pardon for the freedom I had 
taken, and told him that he was the person I had long 
wished to see, and to whom I had an affair of im- 
portance to communicate, at a proper time and place. 
He named a tavern ; I talked of honour and ivpuhi- 
tion, and invited him to ray house: he swallowed the 
bait, promised to come, and this is the time I expect 
him. — {Knocking at the dooVy l.h.) — Somebody 
knocks : — d’ye hear, 1 am at home to nobody to-day 
but him. — [^Exit JLucijy l.h.] — Less affairs must give 
way to those of more consequence ; and I am strangely 
mistaken if this docs not prove of great importance to 
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me and him too befi>re I am done with him. — Now, 
after what manner shcaft I receive him ? — Let me con- 
sider — what manner of person am I to receive? He 
is young, innocent, and bashful ; therefore I must take 
care not to put him out of countenance at first. But 
then, if I have any skill in phisipgiiomy, he_is amor- 
ous, and with a little assistance, will soon get the bet- 
ter of his modesty. Til trust to nature, who does won- 
ders in these mattetrs. If to seem what one is not, in 
order to be the belter liked lor what one really is ; if 
to speak one thing, and mean the direct contrary, be 
art in a woman, tlieii 1 know nothing of nature. 

Enter Barnwell, l.h. bowing very low ; Lucy at 
a distance. 

Mill. Sir ! — the surprise and joy ! — 

Earn. Madam ! 

Mill. This is such a favour, — (Advancing.) 

Barn. Pardon me, madam, — 

Mill. So unhoped for, — (Still advances : Barnwell 
salutes herj and retires in confusion.) — To see you 
here — excuse the confusion — 

Barn. I fear I am too bold. 

Mill. Alas, sir, all my apprehensions proceed from 
the fear of your thinking me so. — Please, sir, to sit. 
— 1 am as much at a loss how to receive this honour 
as I ought, as I am surprised at your goodness in con- 
ferring it. 

Barn. I thought you had expected me — I pro- 
mised to come. 

Mill. This is the more surprising; few men are 
sucli religious observers of their word. 

Barn. All who are honest are. 

Mill. To one another; but we silly women arc sel- 
dom thought of consequence enough to gain a place 
in your remembrance. 

(Eauing her hand on his^ as by accident.) 

Barn. Her disorder is so great, she don’t perceive 
she has laid her hand on mine. — Heaven, how she 
trembles ! — What can this mean ! (Aside.) 
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Mill. The iiitcn'st 1 have in all that relates to you, 
(the reason of which you shall know hereafter) excites 
my curiosity ; and, were I sure you would pardon iny 
presumpj^n, I should desire to know your real senti- 
ments oil a very particular affair. 

Barn. Madam, you may command my poor thoughts 
on any suWeet ; I have none that I would conceal. 

Mill. You’ll think me bold ? 

Barn. No, indeed. 

Mill. What, then, are your thoughts of love ? 

Barn. If you mean the love of women, I have not 
thought of it at all. My youth and circumstances 
make such thoughts improper in mo yet. But, if you 
mean the general love we owe mankind, I tliink no 
(Uic has more of it in his temper than myself. 1 do not 
know that person in th(? world whose liappincss I do 
not wish, and would not promote, were it in my pow- 
er. In an especial manner, I love my uncle and my 
' master ; but, above all, my friend. 

Mill. Y^ou have a friend, then, whom you love ? 

Barn. As he does me, sincerely. 

Mill. He is, no doubt, often blessed with your com- 
pany and conversation ? 

Barn. We live in one house together, and both 
serve the same worthy merchant. 

Mill. Happy, happy youth ! whoe’er thou art, 1 
envy thee, and so must all, who see and know this 
youth. — {Aside.) What have I lost, by btung formed 
a woman ! I hate my sex, myself. Had I been a man, 
I might, perhaps, have been as happy in your friend- 
ship as he who now enjoys it ; but, as it is — Oh ! — 

Barn. I newer observed women before, or this is, 
sure, the most beautiful or her sex. — {Aside.) You 
seem .disordered, madam ? may I know the cause ? 

Mill. Do not ask me, — I can never speak it, what- 
ever is the cause; — I wish for* things impossible:—! 
would be a servant, bound to the same master as you 
are, to live in one bouse with you. 

Barn. How strange, and yet how kind, her words 
urid actions are — and the effect they have on me is as 
B 4 
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strange ! I feel desires I never kneiv before : I must 
be gone, while 1 have jjower to go. — (^Aside.) — Ma- 
dam, I humbly take my leave. 

3TilL You will not, sure, leave me so soon ! 

Barn. Indeed I must. 

Mill. You cannot be so cruel ! I have prepared a 
poor supper, at which I promised myself your com- 
pany. 

Barn. I am sorry I must refuse the honour that 
you designed me ; but my duty to my master calls me 
hence. 1 never yet neglected his service ; he is so 
gentle, and so good a master, that should I wrong 
him, though he might forgive me, I never should for- 
give myself. 

Mill. Am I refused, by the first man, the second 
favour 1 ever stooped to ask ? Go, then, thou proud, 
hard-hearted youth ! — But know', you are the only 
man that could be found, who would let me si|^ twice 
for greater favours. 

Barn. What shall 1 do ! — How shall I go or stay ! 

Mill. Yet do not, do not leave me! — 1 wish my 
sex’s pride would meet your scorn ; but, when I look 
upon you, when 1 behold those eyes — Q, spare my 
tongue, and let my blushes speak !~This flood of tears 
to lhat will force their way, and declare— what wo- 
man’s modesty should hide. 

Barn. O, heavens ! she loves me, worthless as I am ; 
her looks, her words, her flowing tears confess it: — 
and can 1 leave her, then? Oh, never, never! — Ma- 
dam, dry lip those tears. You shall command me al- 
ways : 1 will stay here for ever, if you’d have me. 

JLuc^. So! she has wheedled him out of his virtue 
of obedience already, and will strip him of all the rest, 
one after another, till she has left him as lew as her 
ladyship, or myself. (Aside.) 

Mill. Now you are kind, indeed; but 1 mean not 
to detain you always : I would have you shake off' all 
slavish obedience to your master, but you may serve 
him still. 
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portunity of finircring his cash, and then he’ll not 
serve your end, I’ll be sworn. (Aside,) 

Enter Blunt, r.h. 

Blunt. Madam, sapper’s on the table. 

Mill. Come, 9ir;-‘you’Il excuse all defects: — my 
thoughts were too much employed on my guest to ob- 
serve the eiiterfainment, 

[^Exeunt Millwood and Barnwell, ii.ii. 

Blunt. What, is all this preparation, this elegant 
supper, variety of wines, and music, for the enter- 
tainment of that young fellow ! 

Lucy. So it seems. 

Blunt. What, is our mistress turned fool at last! — 
she’s in love with him, I suppose ? 

Lucy. I suppose not, — but she designs to make him 
in love with her, if she can. 

Blunt. What will she get by that ? He seems un- 
der age, and can’t supposed to have much money. 

jLucy. But his master has; and that’s the same 
thing, as she’ll manage it. 

Blunt. I don’t like this fooling with a handsome 
young fellow : while she’s endeavouring to ensnare 
him, she may be caught herself. 

Lucy. Nay, were she like me, that would certainly 
be the consequence; for, I confess, there is something 
in youth and innocence that moves me mightily. 

Blunt. Yes, so does the smoothness and plumpness 
of a partridge move a mighty desire in the hawk to be 
the destruction of it. 

Lucy. Why, birds arc their prey, as men are ours ; 
though, as you observed, we arc sometimes caught our- 
selves; but that, I daresay, will never be the case 
with our mistress. 

Blunt. 1 wish it may prove so ; tor you know we 
all depend upon her : should she trifle away her time 
with a young fellow that there’s nothing to be gbt by^ 
we must all st^r^^e. 

B 5 
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Lucy. There's no danger of that, for I am sure she 
has no view in this affair but interest 

Blunt. Well, and what hopes are there of success 
in that? 

Lucy. The most promising that can be. 'Tis true, 
the youth has his scxpples; but she'll soon teach him 
to answer them, by stifling his conscience. O, the lad 
is in a hopeful way, depend upon it. \Bxeunt. ii.ii. 

END OF ACT I. 


ACT II. 

I^CENE I . — A Room in T'horowgood^s House. 
Enter Barnwell, r.h. 

Barn. How strange are all things round me ! Like 
some thief, who treads forbidden ground, fearful I en- 
ter each apartment of this well-known house. To 
guilty love, as if that was too little, already Jiavc 1 ad- 
ded breach of trust. A thief! Can I know myself 
that wretched thing, and look my honest friend and 
injured master in the face ? Though hypocrisy may 
awhile conceal my guilt, at length it will be knowui, 
and public shame and ruin must ensue. In the mean 
time, what must be my life ? ever to speak a language* 
foreign to ray heart ; hourly to add to the number of 
iny crimes in order to conceal them. Sure such was 
the condition of the grand ap^^tate, when first he lost 
his purity ; like me disconsolate he wandered, and 
while yet in heaven, bore all his fUture hell upon him. 

Trueman, l.h. 

T^ue. Barnwell ! O how I rejoice to see you safe ! 
our master and his gentle dau^lil'^r, who dur- 
..|||^yoar absence often enquired after you^ 
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Barn, Would he were .cjonc, liis oflicious love will 
pry into the secrets of my soul. {Jlside,) 

True. Unless you knew the pain llie whole firnily 
has felt on your account, you cannot conceive how 
much you arc beloved ; but why thus cold and silent ? 
When ray heart is full of joy for your return, why 
do you turn away ? Why thus avoid me ? What have 
I done ? How am I altered since you saw me last ? 
Or rather what have you done? And why Jire you 
thus chan^'ed ? for I am still the same. 

Barn, What have I done indeed ? (Aside,) 

True, Not speak nor look upon me ! 

Barn, By my face he will discover all I would 
conceal ; moth inks already I begin to hale him. 

(Aside,) 

True, 1 cannot bear this usage from a friend, oru; 
whom till now I ever found so loving, w'h» i yet 1 
love, though this unkindness strikes at the root of 
friendship, and might destroy it in any breast but 
mine. 

Burn, lam not well. — {Turning to him,) — SIee]> 
has been a stranger to these eyes since you beheld 
them last. , 

True, Heavy they look indeed, and swoln with 
tears ; — now they o’erflow rightly did my sympa- 
thising heart forbode last night when thou wast ab- 
sent, something fatal to our peace. 

Barn, Your friendship engages you too far. My 
troubles, whatever they are, are mine alone, you have 
no interest in them, nor ought your concern for m(; 
give you a moment’s pain. 

True, You speak as if you knew of friendship 
nothing but the name. Before I saw your grief I felt 
it : — even now, though ignorant of the cause, your 
sorrow w,auads_jGafi Jii,tbaJieart. 

Barn, ’Twill not be always thus, friendship and all 
engagements cease, as circumstances and occasions 
v^y ; and since you once may hate me, perhaps it 
miffht^be bet^.r u. * us both that now you loved mo 

i B G 
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True. Sure I but dream ! without a cause would 
Barnwell use me thus ? — Ungenerous and ungrateful 
youth, farewell, — 1 shall endeavour to follow your 
advice. — (Going.) — Yet stay, perhaps 1 am too rash : 
--prythe(5 forgive me, Barnwell. Try to compose 
your ruffled mind, and let me know the cause that 
thus transports you from yourself ; my friendly coun- 
sel may restore your peace. 

Barn. All that is possible for man to do for man, 
your generous friendship may effect ; but here even 
that's in vain. 

True. Something dreadful is labouring in your 
breast, O give it vent and let me share your grief : ^twill 
ease your pain should it admit no cure ; and make it 
lighter by the part 1 bear. 

Barn. V'^ain supposition ! My woes increase by 
being observed ; should the cause be known they would 
exceed all bounds. 

2\ue. So well 1 know thy honest heart, guilt can- 
not harbour there. 

Barn. O torture insupportable ! (Aside. ) 

True. Then why am 1 excluded — have 1 a thought 
J would conceal I’rom you ? ^ 

Barn. If still you urge me on this hated subject. 
I'll never enter more beneath this roof, nor see your 
face again. 

True. 'Tis strange, — but I have done : say but you 
hate me not. 

Barn. Hate you ! I am not that monster yet. 

Tj ue. Shall our friendship still continue. 

Barn. It is a blessing 1 never was worthy of, yet 
now must stand on terms, and but upon conditions 
can confirm it. 

True. W hat are they ? 

Barn. Never hereafter, though you should wonder 
at my conduct, desire to know more than 1 am wil- 
ling to reveal. 

True. 'Tis hard, but upon any conditions 1 must be 
your 1\ lend. ^ 

t/Barn. Then, as much as one lost to himself ‘ " 
be kuother’s, I am your’s. (EmOrUvtn^ 
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True. Be ever so, and may heaven restore your peace. 
— But business requires our attendance ; business, tlu^ 
youth’s best preservative from ill, as idleness liis worst 
of si](ares. Will you go with me ? 

Barn. I’ll take a little time to reflect on what has 
past, and follow yon. — \_Exit Trueman^ 
might have trusted Trueman to have applied to iny 
uncle to have repaired the wrong I liave done my 
master ; but what of Millwood ? Shall 1 leave her, for 
ever leave her, and not let her know the cause? She 
who loves me with such a boundless passion ; can 
cruelty be duty ? I judge of what she then must feel, 
by what I now endure. How then can 1 determine ? 

Enter Thorowgood, l.u. 

Thor. Without a cause assigned, or notice given, 
to absent yourself last night was a fault, young man, 
and I came to chide you for it, but hope 1 am pre- 
vented; that modest blush, the confusion so visible in 
your foce, speak grief and shame: when we have 
oflended heaven, it requires no more ; and shall man, 
who needs himself to be forgiven, be harder to ap- 
peitse : If my pardon or love be of moment to your 
peace, look up secure of both. 

Barn. This goodness has o’erconie ino. — {Aside .) — 
O sir ! you know not the nature and t?xtent of my 
offence; and 1 should abuse your mistaken bounty to 
receive ’em. Tliough 1 had rather die than speak m^ 
shame ; though racks could not have forced the guilty 
secret from my breast, your kindness has, 

Thor. Enough, enough, whate’er it be, this con- 
cern shows you are convinced, and 1 am satisfied, — 
How painful is the sense of guilt to an ingenuous 
mind! — some youthful folly which it were prudent 
not to enquire into. 

Barn. It will be known, and you recall your par- 
don and abhor me. 

Thor. I nrvvr will; so heaven confirm to me the 
“y^rdoii of :£y offences. Yet be upon your guard iii 
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this ^ay thoughtless season of your life ; when vice 

becomes hal)itiial, the very power of leaving it is lost. 

linrn. Hear me then on niy knees confess, 

Thor, I will not hear a syllable more upon this 
subject ; it were not mercy, but cruelly, to hear what 
must give you such torment to reveal. 

Barn, This generosity amazes and distracts me, 

Thor, This remorse makes thee dearer to me than 
if thou hadst never olFended’; whatever is your fault, 
of this I’m certain, *twas harder for you to offend 
than me to pardon. \_Exit l..h. 

Barn, Villain, villain, villain ! basely to wrong so 
excellent a man : should 1 again return to folly — de- 
tested thought I — blit what of Millwood then ?— Why, 
I renounc^e her ; — I give her up ; — the struggle is 
over, and virtue has prevailed. Reason may convince, 
but gratitude cornjxils. This unlooked<*ibr generosity 
has saved me from destruction. (Goi/?g.) 

Enter to him a Footman, l.h. 

Foot, Sir, two ladies, from your uncle in the coun- 
try, desire to see you. 

Barn, Who should they be ? — ( Tell them 
ril wait upon <hcm. — \jEsit Footman^ l.h.] — Me- 
thinks I dread to sec them. — Guilt, what a coward 
hast thou made me ? — Now every thing alarms me. 

[^Exity L.II. 

SCENE II. — Another room in Thorozogood*s house, 

Eriter Millwood and Luev, r.h. and to them a 
Footman, l.h. 

Foot. Ladies, he’ll wait upon you immediately. 

Mill, ’Tis very well. — 1 thank you. 

\^Exit Footman^ l.h. 

Enter Barnwell, 

Confijsion ! Millwood. 
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Mill. That angry look tells me that here l^n an 
mivvelcome guest; I feared as much, — the unhappy 
are so every where. 

Barn. Will nothing but my utter ruin content 
you ? 

Mill. Unkind and cruel ! Lost myself, your hap- 
piness is now my only care. 

Barn. How did you gain admission ? 

MilL Saying we were desired by your uncle to vi- 
sit and deliver a message to you, we were received by 
the tamily without suspicion, and with much respeet 
directed here. 

Barn. Why did you come at all ? 

Mill. 1 never shall trouble you more, Urn come to 
take my leave for ever. Such is the malice of rny 
fite. I go hopeless, despairing ever to returiu This 
liour is all 1 have left me. One short hour is all L 
have to bestow on love and you, for whom I thought 
the longest life too short. 

Barn. Then we are to part for ever ? 

MilL It must be so; — yet think not that time or 
absence shall ever put a period to my grief, or make 
me love you, less; though I must leave you, yet c^)^- 
demn me not. 

Barn. Condemn you ? No, I approve yoiir resolu- 
tion, and rejoice to hear it ; ’tis just, — ’tis necessary, 
— I have well weighed, and found it so. 

I^ucij. Tm afraid the young man has more sense 
than she thought he had. {Aside.) 

Barn. Uefore you came I had determined never to 
see you more. 

MilL Confusion ! C Aside.) 

Lucy. Ay ! wc are all out ; this is a turn so unex- 
pected, that I shall make nothing of my part, they 
must e’en play the scene betwixt themselves. (Aside.) 

Mill. ’Twas some relief to think, though absent, 
you would love me still ; but to find you had resolved 
to cast me — this, as I never could expect, I have 
not learnt to ^ 
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Barn. I am sorry lo hear that you blame in me, a 
resol that so well becomes us both. 

Mill. I have reason for what I do, but you have 
none. 

Barn. Can we want a reason for parting, who had 
so many to wish wc never had met. 

Mill. Jjook on me, Barnwell ; nay, look again: — am 
1 not she w hom yesterday you thought the fairest and 
the kindest of her sex ? 

Barn. No more ; let me repent niy former follies, 
if possible, without remembering what they were. 

Mill. Why? 

Barn. Such is my frij^Uty, that His dangerous. 

Mill. Where is the danger, since we are to part ? 

Barn. The Ihou^iit of that already is too [)ainful. 

Mill. I fit be painful to part, then I may hope at 
least you do not hate me ? 

Barn. No, — no, — 1 never said 1 did, — O my 
heart ! — 

Aim. Perhaps you pity me ! 

Barn. 1 do, — 1 do, — indeed, I do. 

Mill. You’ll think upon me? 

Barn. Doubt it not, while I can think^at all. 

Mill. You may judge an embrace at parting too 
great a favour, tlioiigb it would be the last ? — {Me 
draws back.) — A look shall then sufhee, — farewell for 
ever. \_Exit with Luct/j r. h. 

Barn. If to resolve to suffer be to conquer, I have 
conquered. Painful victory ! 

Re-enter Millwood and Lucy, r.h. 


Alill. One thing I had forgot, 1 never must 

return to my own house again. This I thought 
proper to let you know, lest your mind should change 
and you should seek in vain to find me there. Forgive 
me this second intrusion ; I only came to give you 
Lition, and that perhaps was needless. 

1 hope it was, yet ii i« kind, and 1 musi 
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Mill, My friend, your arm. — {To I^ucyS ) — Now 
1 am gone for ever. (Going.) 

JSarn. One thing more ; — sure there’s no danger 
in my knowing where you go? If you think other- 
wise ? — 

Mill. Alas! (Weeping.) 

Ltucij. W e are right I find, that’s my cue. — (Jlside.) 
— Ah, dear sir, she’s going she knows rK)t whither ; 
but go she must. 

Barn. Humanity obliges me to wish you well ; why 
will you expose yourself to needless troubles ? 

J-jUCi/. Nay, there’s no lielp for it: she must quit 
the town immediately, and the kingdom as soon as 
})ossible ; it was no small matter you may be sure, 
tliat could make her resolve to leave you 

Mill. No more, rny friend ; since he for whose 
dear sake alone 1 suflFer, and am content to suffer, is 
kind and pities me. Where’er I wander through 
wilds and desarts, benighted and forlorn, that thought 
shall give me comfort. 

Barn. For my sake! O tell me how; which way 
am I so cursed as to bring such ruin on thee ? 

Mill, To know it will but increase your troubles. 

Barn. R^y troubles can’t be greater than they are. 

Lucy. Well, well, sir, if she wont satisfy you, I 
will. 

Barn. I am bound to yon beyond expression. 

Mill, Remember, sir, that 1 desired you not to 
hear it. 

Barn. Begin, and case my racking expectation. 

Lucy. W hy, you mustknow^, my lady here was an 
only child; but her parents dying while she was 
young, left her and her fortune, (no inconsid(‘rable 
one, X assure ycui) to the care of a gentleman who has 
a good estate of his own. 

Mill Ay, ay, the barbarous man is rich enough ; 
— ^l)iit what are riches when compared to love ? 

Lucy. For a while he performed the office of a 
faithful guardian, settled her iu a house, hired her 



18 GEORGE BARNWELL. 

servants ; — but you have seen .in what manner she 
lived, so I need say no more of that. 

MilL How I shall live hereafter, heaven knows. 

L,uc?j, All things went on as one could wish, till, 
some time ago, his wife dyin^, he fell violently in love 
with his charge, and w^ouid tain have married her : 
now the man is neither old nor ugly, but a good per- 
sonable sort of a man, but I don’t know how it was, 
she could never endure him ; in short, her ill usage 
so provoked him, that he brought in an account of 
his cxeciitgurship, wherein he makes her debtor to 
him — 

MilL A trifle in itself, biit more than enough to 
ruin me, whom, by this unjust account, he had strip- 
ped of all before. 

Lucy, Now she having neither money, nor friend, 
except me, who am as unfortunate as herself, he com- 
]}elled her to pass his account, and give bond for the 
sum he demanded ; but still provided handsomely for 
her, and continued his courtship, till being informed 
by bis spies (truly I suspect some in her own family) 
that you were entertained at her house, and stayed 
with her all night, he came this morning raving, and 
storming like a madman ; talks no more of marriage, 
so there’s no hopes of making up matters that way, 
but vows her ruin, unless she’ll allow him the same 
favour that he supposes she granted you. 

Barn. Must she be ruined, or find her refuge in 
another’s arms ? 

Mill, He gave me but an hour to resolve in, that’s 
happily spent with you ; and now I go. 

Barn. To be exposed to all the rigours of the vari- 
ous seasons; the summer’s parching heat, and winter’s 
cold, unhoused to wander friendless through the un- 
hospitable world, in misery and want ; attended with 
fear and danger, and pursued by malice and revenge, 
woulds’t thou endure all this fur me, and can 1 do no- 
thing, nothing to prevent it ? . 

Lucy, ’Tis really a pity, there can be no way found 
out. 



GEORGE BARNWELL. 19 

Bain, O, where are all my resolutions now ! 

Lucj/. Now I advised her, sir, to comply with the 
gentleman. 

Barn. Tormenting^end, away. I had rather 
perish, nay, see her perish, than have her saved by 
him f 1 will myself prevent her ruin, though with my 
own. A moment’s patience; I’ll return immediately. 

\^Exit L..H.) 

Lucy. ’Twas well you came, or by what I can per- 
ceive, you bad lost him. 

Mill. Hush ! — he’s here. 


Enter BaRxVWkli/, L.ir. with a bag of money. 

Barn. What am 1 about to do ! Now you, who 
boast your reason all sufficient, suppose yourselves in 
my condition, and determine for me ; whether it’s 
'right to let her suJffcr for my faults, or, by this small 
addition to my guilt, prevent the ill effects of what 
is past. — Here, take this, and with it purchase your 
deliverance ; return to your house, and live in peace 
and safety. 

Mill. So 1 may hope to see you there again. 

Barn, Answer me not, — but fly, — least, in the 
agonies of my remorse, 1 take again what is not 
mine to give, and abandon thee to want and misery. 

Mill. Say but you’ll come. 

Barn. You are my fate, my heaven, or my hell! 

{Exeunt Millwood and Lucy, ii. ii.) 
VV’^hat have I done ? Were my resolutions founded 
on reason, and sincerely made, — why thenh as hea- 
ven suSered me to fall ? I sought not the occasion ; 
and, ,if my heart deceives me not, compassion and 
generosity were my motives. But why should I 
attempt to reason? Allis confusion, horror, and re- 
morse ; I find I am lost, cast down from all my late 
erected hopes, and plunged again in guilt, yet scarce 
know how or why — 
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Such undistinguish’d horrors make my brain. 

Like hell, the seat of darkness and of pain. 

[^Exit L.ii. 

END OF ACT II. 


ACT III. 

SCENE I. — A Room in Thorowgood*s house, 

Tiiorowgood ami Trueman sitting at a table loith 
accompt hooks. 

Thor, Well! 1 have examined your accounts: 
they arc not only just, as 1 have always found them, 
but regularly kept, and fairly entered. I commend 
your diligence. Method in business is the surest 
guide. Arc Earn well’s accounts ready for my in- 
spection ? he does not use to be the last on these oc- 
casions. 

True, Upon receiving your orders he retired, 1 
thought, in some confusion. If you please. I’ll go 
and hasten him. 

Thor, Pm now going to the Exchange; let him 
know, at my return, I expect to find him ready. 

\Exeunt Thor, r.m. True, u.ii. 

Enter Maria, r.h. with a book^ sits and reads. 

Maria, How forcible is truth ! The weakest mind, 
inspired wuth love of that, fixed and collected in itself, 
with indilFerence beholds the united force ofoarth 
and hell opposing : such souls are raised above the 
sense of pain, or so supported, that they regard it 
not. The martyr cheaply purchases his heaven. 
Small are his suftcrings, great is his reward ; not so the 
wretch, who combats love with duty; when the 
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mind, wcakenefted and dissolved by the soft passion, 
feeble and hopeless opposes its own “desires. What is 
an hour, a day, a year of pain, to a whole life of tor- 
tures, such as these ? 

Enter Trueman, l.h, 

O, Barnwell! O, my friend, how art thou 

fitllen ! 

Maria. Ila ! Barnwell ! What of him ? Speak, sav 
what of Barnwell. 

1 rue . ’Tis not to be concealed. — I’ve news to tell 
of him that will afflict your generous father, yourself, 
and all who knew him. 

Marin, Defiuid us heaven ! 

True. 1 cannot speak it. See there. (Gives a letter.) 

Maria. {Reads.) Trueman, — I know my absence 
will surprise my honoured master and yourself ; and 
the morcy lehcn yon shall understand that the reason 
of my withdrawingy is my having embezzled part of 
the cash zoiih which I zeas entrusted. After thisy *tis 
needless to inform you that 1 intend never to return 
again: though this might have been known, by exa* 
mining my accounts y yety to prevent that unnecessary 
trouhley and to cut of all fruitless cxpectaliozis of my 
return y I have left this from the lost 

Georg K Barnwell. 

True. Lost indeed ! Yet how he should be guilty of 
\VJiat he there charges himself withal, raises my W'on- 
der equal to my grief. Never liad youth a higher 
sense of virtue — justly he thoiiglil, and as he thought 
he practised ; never was life more regular than his ; 
an understanding uncommon at his years; an opcm, 
genei^ous, manliness of temper ; his manners easy, un- 
affected, and engaging. 

Maria. This and much more you might have said 
with truth. He was the delight of every eye, and 
joy of every heart that knew him. 

True. Since such he w^as, and was my friend, can I 
‘•^’-lipdrt his loss? See the fairest and happiest maid 
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this wealthy city boasts, kindly condescends to weep 
for tliy unhappy f^te, poor ruined Barnwell ! 

Maria. 1 rueinan, do you think a soul so delicate as 
his, so sensible of shame, can e’er submit to live a 
slave to vice? 

True, Never, never. So well I know him, J’ni sure 
this act of his, so contrary to his nature, must have 
been caused by some unavoidable necessity. 

Maria, Is there no means yet to preserve him ? 

True, O ! that there were. But few men recover 
rejnitation lost. A merchant never. Nor ^loukl he, 
1 fear, though 1 should find liim, ever be brought to 
look his injured master in the face. 

Maria, I fi'aras nmeh, and therefore would never 
have my father know it. 

True, I'hat’s impossible ! 

Maria, W hat’s the sum ? 

T rue, ’Tis considerable. I’ve marked it hero, to 
show it, with the letter, to your father, at his return. 

Maria, If 1 should supply the money, could you so 
dispose of that, and the account, as to conceal this 
unhappy mismanagement from my father. 

True^ Nothing more easy : but can yoii intend it r 
Will you save a helpless wretch from ruin? Oh! 
’twere an act worthy such exalted virtue as Maria’s. 
Sure heaven, in mercy to my friend, inspired the ge- 
nerous thought. 

Maria, Doubt not butl would purchase so great a 
happiness at a much dearer price. But how shall I- j 
Ix^ found ? 

True, Trust to my diligence for that. In the mean 
time, I’ll conceal his absence from your father, or 
find such excuses for it, that the real cause shall never 
be suspected. 

Maria, 1 n attempting to save from shame, one whom 
we ho|)e may yet return to virtue, to heaven, and you, 
the judges of this action, 1 appeal, w hether 1 have 
done any thing misbecoming my sex and character. 

True, Earth must approve the deed, and lieaven, I 
dLiSlt^t not, will reward it. 
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Maria, If heaven succeed it, I am well rewarded. A 
virf^in’sfiimc is sullied by suspicion’s slightest breath ; 
and therelbre as this must be a secret from my father, 
and the world, for Barnwell’s sake ; for mine let it be 
so to him. \_Exeunt Maria^ a.ii. Trueman^ l.h. 

SCENE II. — Millwood* s house. 

Enter Lucy, u,ii. awd B lunt, r.h. 

Litcj/, Well! uhat do you think of Millwood’s 
conduct now ! 

Bhini. 1 own it is surprising; I don’t know which 
to admire most, her feigned or his real passion ; though 
1 have sometimes lieen afraid that her avarice would 
discover her : but his youth and want of experience 
make it the easier to impose on him. 

Luvjj, No, it is his love. To do him justice, not- 
\Vithstandiiig his youth, he don’t want understanding: 
but you men are much easier imposed on, in these 
idiairs, than your vanity will allow you to believe. 
Let me see the wisest of you all, as much in love 
with me, as Barnwell is with Millwwood, and I’ll en- 
gage to make Jis great a fool of him. 

Blunt, And all circumslances considered, to make 
as much money of* him too. 

Luc//. 1 can’t answer for that. Her artitice in 
making him rob his master at first, and the various 
r \*;atagems, by w hich she has obliged him to continue 
in iLsat course, astonish even me, who know her so 
'Well. 

Blunt. But then you are to consider that dhe 
|nion(?y was his master’s. 

^ Lucy, There was the difficulty of it. — Had it been 
|lns own, it had been nothing. — Were the world his, 
4lie might have it fora smile: — But those golden days 
Jire done ; — he’s ruined, and Millw'ood’s hopes of far- 
^her profit there, .are at an end. 

% Blunt. That’s no more than we all expected. 

I Being called, by his master, to make up his 
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accounts, he was forced to quit his house and service, . 
and wisely dies to Millwood for relief and entertain- 
tairiuient. 

IMuni, Flow did she receive him ? 

Luci/, As you would expect. — She wondered what 
he meant, was astonished at his impudence, — and, 
with an air of modesty peculiar to herself, swore so 
heartily, that she never saw him before, — that she pul 
me out of countenance. 

Blunt, That’s much indeed! But how did Barn- 
well behave ? 

IjUcij, He grieved, and, at length, enraged at this 
barbarous treatment, was preparing to be gone; and, 
making toward the door, showed a bag of money 
which he had stolen from his master, — the last he’s 
ever like to have from thence. 

Blunt, But then, Millw^ood ? 

Lucy, Aye, she, with her usual address, returned 
to her old arts of lying, swearing, and dissembling. — 
Hung on his neck, and wept, and swore Tvvas meant 
in jest ; till the easy fool, melted into tears, threw the 
money into her lap, and sw'ore he had rather die, than 
think her false. 

Blunt, Strange in fai nation ! 

Lucy. F3ut what followed wJis stranger still. As 
doubts and fears, followed by reconcilement, ever in- 
crease love, where the passion i^ sincere ; so in him it 
caused so wild a transport of excessive fondrmss, such 
joy, such grief, such pleasure, and such anguish, tha* 
nature in him seemed sinking with the weight, -.tiui j 
the charmed soul disposed to quit his breast for hers, j 
— -just then, w hen every passion with lawlessjy^njirchy r 
prevailed, — and reason was in the raging temj^est 
lost, the cruel artful Millwood prevailed upon the » 
wretched youth to promise what [ tremble but to 
think on. 

Blunt, I am amazed ! what can it be ? 

. Lucy, You will be more so, to hear it is to attemi)i 
ihe life of his nearest relation, and best benefactor. 

, , Blunt, His uncle I whom we have often hearal him ' 
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^pc^^k of, as a gentleman of a large estate and fair 
character in the country, where he lives ! 

LtUCfj. The same. She was no sooner possessed 
of th(i last dear purchase of his ruin, but her avarice, 
insatiate as the grave, demands this horrid sacrifice. 

RlaTii. ’Tis time the world was rid of such a mon- 
ster. There is something so horrid in murder, that 
all other crimes seem nothing when compared to that, 
— I would not be involved in the guilt of that for all 
(he world. 

Luci/, Nor I, heaven knows : thcrclbrc let us 
clear ourselves by doing all that is in our power to 
prevent it. I have just thought of a way, that, to me 
seems ])robable. Will joii join with me to detect tliis 
cursed design ? 

Blunt. VVith all my heart. How else shall I clear 
myself? He w'ho knows of a murder intended to be 
.committed and dc‘es not disco\er it, in the eye of the 
law, and reason, is a murderer* 

Ltiivij. L(^t us lose no time ; — I’ll acquaint you w ith 
the particulars as we go. [^Exeunt ^ l.h, 

SCENIC HI. — walk at some iHstance^ from a 
country seat,' --Lights down. 

Enter Harnwfi.e, r.h, 

^ Barn. A dismal gloom obscures the face of day ; 

^ ( i^her the sun has slipped behind a cloud, or journeys 
^ down the west of heaven, with more than common 
^ speed, to avoid the sight of what I’m doomed to act. 

I Since 1 set fi>rth on this accursed design, w here’er I 
tread, methiuks the solid earth trembles beneath my 
feet. "Murder my uncle! My father’s only brother! 

^ \vho since his death has been to me a fither ; — w ho 
tootrnie up an infant, and an orphan; reared me with 
tenderest care, and still indulged me with most j)ater- 
; nal fondness ; yet here 1 stand avowed his destined 
^ murderer : — 1 stiifen with horror at iny own irrmiety ? 
I ’Tis yet unperformed. — What if I quit my Wood v 
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purpose ; and fly the place ! — {Goin^^ then stopjf ,) — 
But wliitlier, O whither shall I fly ! My ni;ister’soiice 
friendly doors are ever shut against me ; and without 
money Millwood will never see me more, and life is 
not to be endured without her : she’s got siicli firm 
])ossession of my heart, and govcTiis there with such 
despotic sway ; aye, there’s the cause of all iny sin 
and sorrow : ’tis more than love ; ’tis the fever of 
th(^ soul, and madness of desire. In vain does nature, 
reason, conscience, all opj>ose it ; the impetuous passion 
b(?ars down all before it, and drives me on to lust, to 
theft, and murder. Oh conscience ! feeble guide to 
virtue, wdio only shews us when we go astray, but 
wants the power to stop us in our course. Ha ! in 
yonder shady walk 1 see my uncle. lie’s alone. 
Wow for my disgubr . — {Plucks out a vizor.) — 'I'his 
is his hour of private meditation. Thus daily he pre- 
pares his-soul for heaven, whilst I — But w hat have 1 
to do with heaven ! Hal No struggles, conscience — 
Hence! hence remorse, and ev’ry thought that’s 
good ; 

rriie storm that lust began, must end in blood. 

^ [ Puts on the vizor ^ draws a pistol^ and cxity r.u. 

SCENE IV.— A Cut ffood. 

E/z/cr Unci.e, r.h.u.b. 

Uncle, If I was superstitions, I should fear soiv^ 
danger lurked unseen, or death were nigh : a hojfvy 
melancholy clouds niy spirits ; my imagination is 
filled with ghastly forms of dreary graves, and bodies 
changed by death. 

« 

Enter George Barnwell at a distance^ r.h.u.b. 

O death, thou strange mysterious power, seen every 
day, yet never understood, but by the incommunicative 
dead, what art thou ? The extensive mind of man, 
that with a thought circles the earth’s vjast globe, 
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*sinks to the centre, or ascends above the stars ; that 
world’s exotic finds, or thinks it finds, thy thick clouds 
attempt to pass in vain, lost and bewildered in the 
horrid e^loom, — defeated she returns more doubtful 
thanjieforc* ; of nothings certain, but of Ifibour lost, 
{louring this speech^ liarnwell sometimes pre^ 
serits the pistol j aud draws it back again ; at 
last he drops it^ at which his uncle starts^ and 
draxDs his sworiL) 

3arn. Oh, ’tis impossible. 

Uncle. A man so near mt‘, armed nikd rnasqiicd ! 
Barn. Nay, tluni there’s no retreat. 

( Plucks a poniard from his bosom^ aud stabs him.) > 
Uncle. Oh! 1 am slain! All gracious heaven re- 
gard the prayer of thy dying servant. Bless, w ith iliy 
choicest blessings, my dearest nephew ; forgive my 
murderer, and take my fleeting soul to endless mercy. 

. {Barmccll throws off his mask^ runs to him^ and 
kneeling ht/ hirn^ raises and chafes him.) 

Barn. Expiring saint ! Oh, murdered, martyred 
uncle! Lift up your dying eyes, and view your ne- 
[)hew in your murderer. — O do not look so tenderly 
upon me. diet indignation lighten from \our eyes, 
and blast me ere you die. — By heaven lie weeps in 
pity of my woes. Tears, — tears, for blood. The 
murdered, in the agonies of death, weeps for his mur- 
derer. — O, speak your pious purpose, — pronounce 
my pardon then, and take me with you. — Me would, 
iji't cannot, () why, with such fond aff(‘c!ion do you 
press my murdering hand I W hat ! will \oti kiss me I — 
(Kisses his hand . — Uncle groans and dies. ) — Li fe that 
hovered on his lips but till he had s(\aled my j^ardon, 
in tliat sigh expired. — He’s gone for ever, — and oh ! 

1 folhfw. — {Swoons aioajj upon his unclc^s dead body.) 
— Do I still live to press the snfleriiig bosom of the 
eailh ? Do I still breathe, and taint with my infectious 
breath the wholesome air ! Let heaven, from its Ingh 
throne, in justice or in mercy, now look down on that 
dear murdered saint, aud me the murderer. And, if 
his veiigeapee spares, let pity strike and end my wretch- 
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ed beiiig. Murder the worst of crimes, .'uul parricide 
the worst of iiuirders, and this the worst oi’ piiij^cides, 
O, may it ever stand alone, accused, 

Tiie last of murders, as it is the worst. li.n. 

END OF ACT III. 


ACT IV^ 

SCENE 1 . — A room in Thorozc^ood's Iiotf sc, 
Enlcr Maria, ii.ii. TkCiniAx, e.ii. 

Maria. What news of Barnwell ? 

True. None, i have sought him w ith the greatest 
diligence, but all in vain. 

Maria. Doth my father yet suspect the cause of 
his absenting himself? 

True. All appeared sojust and fair to him, it is not 
possible he ever should ; but his absence will no longer 
be concealed. Your father’s wise; and though he 
seems to hearken to the friendly excuses, I would 
make f()r Barnwell ; yet, Ihn afraid he regards them 
only as such, without suffering them to intluence hi> 
judgment. 

Maria. How does the unhappy youth defeat all our 
dcwsigns to serve him ! yet I can never repent w hat we 
have done. Should he return, ’twill make his recon- 
ciliation witli my iiither easier, and preserve him from 
future reproach fiorn a malicious Unforgiving world. 

Tiiorowgood and I^ucy, l.ii. 

Thor. This woman here has given me a sad, (and 
bating some circumstances) too probable accourn of 
Barnwell’s defection. 

Lucy. I am sorry, sir, that my frank confession of 
niv former unhappy course of life should cause you to 
suspect my truth on this occasion. 
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* Tlw)\ It is not that ; your confession has in it all 
the appearance of truth. — {To than .) — Among many 
<)tlu‘i’ particulars, she informs me that Ihirnwell has 
been isjfiuenced to break his trust, and wrung* me, at 
several times, of considerable sums of money ; now, 
asl Know this to be fiJse, 1 would fain doubt tlie 
V* hole of her relation, — too dreadful to be willingly 
bolievf'd. 

Maria. Sir, your pardon ; 1 find myself on a sud- 
den so indisposed^ that 1 must retire. Poor ruined 
flam well ! Wretelied lost Maria \ — Exit^n.n. 

I'hor. Ilow ain 1 distressed on every side ? Pity 
for that unhappy joiith, fear for the life ot a miit li 
valued friend — and then iiiy child — the only joy and 
hope of my' di’cliriiiig* life. Her melancholy increases 
hourly, aJid gives me painftd ap[)reher.sions of her 
loss. — O Trueman! this person iiitbrms me, that your 
friend, at the instigation of an impious nomau, is gone 
to rob and murder his venerable uncle. 

True. O execrable deed ! I am bla^*iStcd with the 
horror of the thought. 

Ltuc^^ 'Fisis delay may ruin all. 

Thor. VVJiat to do or think I know not ; tliat he 
ever wronged me, 1 know is false, the rest may be so 
too, there is all my hope. 

True. Trust not to that, rat her suppose all true than 
lose a moment’s time ; even now the horrid deed may 
be a doing ; dreadful imagination ; or it may be done, 
and we ar<i vainly debating on the means to prevent 
^what is aln'udy past. 

Thor. 'Fins earnestm‘ss convinces me (hat he knows 
more than he has yet discovered What hoi e ithout 
there ! who waits ? 

Enter a Servant, e.h. 

Order the groom to saddle the swiftest horse, and pre^ 
pare himself to set out with speed. An alia ir of life 
and death demands his diligence . — [^Exil Servant^ 
you, whose behaviour on this occasion, I 
c 3 
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have no time to commend iis it deserves, I must en-' 
ga^*e ytnir farther a^ssistance. Return and observe 
tins Millwood till 1 come. I have your directions, 
and will follow you as soon as possible . — [^Exit JLucy^ 
— Trueman, you I am sure would not be idle on 
this occasion. 

True. He only who is a frhaid can judire of iny dis- 
tress. ^Exil^ 11 . 11 . 

SCENE U.—MiUwoocTs house. 

Enter Millwood, l.ii. 

Mill. I wish I knew' the event of this design ; the 
attempt without success would ruin him. Well! 
w hat have I to appiehend from that ? I tiiar too much. 
The mischief being only intended, his friends, in pity 
of his youth, turn all their rage on me. I should have 
thoiiglit of that before. Suppose the deed done, then, 
and then only 1 shall be secure ; or what if he returns 
without attempting it at all ? But he is here, and 1 
have done liim wrong ; his bloody hands show he has 
done the deed, but show he wants the prudence to 
conceal it. 


Enter Barnwell, bloody l.h. 

Barn. Where shall I hide me ? Whither shall I fly 
to avoid the swift unerring hand of justice? 

Mill. Dismiss those fears; though thousands liad 
pursued you to the door, yet being entered here, yon 
arc safe as innocence ; 1 have such a cavern, by art 
so cunningly contrived, that the piercing eyes of jea- 
lousy and revenge may search in vain, nor find the 
entrance to the safe retreat. There will I hide you 
if any danger’s near. 

J5arw. O hide me from myself if it be possible ; 
for while 1 bear ray conscience in my bosom, though 
I were hid, where man’s eye never saw, nor light e’er 
dawned, ’Iwere all in vain. For that inmate, that 
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■ impartial judge, will try, convict, and sentence me 
for murder; and execute me with never ending tor- 
ments. llidiold these hands all crimsoned o’er with 
iny d(‘ar uncle’s blood ! Here’s a sight to make a sta- 
tue start with horror, or turn a living man into a 
statue. 

MilL Ridiculous ! Then it seems you are afrai<l of 
your own shadow ; or what’s less than a shadow, 
your conscience. 

Harn. Though to man unknown I did the accursed 
act, what can we hide from heaven’s omniscient eye ? 

Mill, No inoni of this stuft* ; what advantage have 
you made of his death? or v\liat advantage may yet 
•be made of it? Did yon secure the keys of his trea- 
sure, (hose no doubt were about him ; what gold, what 
Jew(‘ls, or what else of value have you brought mti ? 

Barn, Think you I added sacrilege to murder ? 
Oh ! had you seen him as his life flowed from him in 
a crimson flood, and heard him praying for me by the 
double name of nephew and of murderer; alas, alas ! 
he knew not then that his nephew was his murderer ; 
how would you have wished as 1 did, though you had 
a thousand, years of life to come, to have given them 
all to have lengthened his one hour, lint being dead, 
1 fled the sight of what my hands liad done, nor could 
1 to have gamed the empire of the world, liave violat<*d 
by theft his sacred corpse. 

MilL Whining preposterous canting villain, to 
murder your uncle, rob him of life, nature’s first, last, 
dear prerogative, after which there’s no injury, then 
tear to take what he no longer wanted ; and bring to 
me your penury and guilt. Do you think I’ll hazard 
my rej)utatioii ; nay my life to entertain you? 

Bath, Oh ! Millwood ! this from thee ; — but 1 have 
dune, if you hate me, if you w ish me dcfid ; then an* 
ycu happy, for oh ! ’lis sure my grief will quickly end 
me. 

MilL In his madness he will discover all, and in- 
volve me ill his ruin ; wc are on a precipice from 
wheiice there^s no retreat for both,— then to preserve 

c4 
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myself. — {Pauses.) — There is no other way, ’tis 
dreatlful, but reflection come& too lab* when dangei’s 
|)r(*ssing 5 and there’s no room for choic(*. It must be 
done. {Rings.) 

Killer a Servant^ n.F^. 

Fetch mo an officer and seize this \illain, he has con- 
fessed himself a nuirderer, should I let him escape, 
1 justly might be thought as bad as he. 

\_Erit Servant^ E.ii. 

Barn. O Millwood! sure thou dost not, cannot 
mean it. Stop the ni<?ss(*nger, uju>n my hiH‘es I beg 
you, call him back. — {KneeJs.) — "J'is fit 1 die indeed, 
but not by you. I will this instant deliver myself 
into the hands of justice, indeed I will, for death is 
all I wish. But th) ingratilude so tears my w^oiinded 
soul, ’tis worse ten thousand times than death with 
torture. 

Mill, Call it what you will, I am willing to live : 
and live secure; which nothing but your death can 
warrant. {Barnzcell rises,) 

Barn. If there be a pitch of wickedness that scats 
the author beyond the reach of vengeaiic/*, you must 
be secure. Jiut what remains for me, but a dismal 
dungeon, hard-galling fetters, an awful trial, and ig- 
nominious death. Justly to fall uripitied and abhorred ? 
After death to be susp(*nded between heaven and 
earth, a dreadful spectacle, the warning and horror 
of a gaping crowd. This 1 could lx ar, nay wish not 
to avoid, had it come from any hand but thine. 

Enter Blunt, Officer and AltcndaniSj l.h. 

Mill, Heaven defend me! Conceal a murderer ! 
here, sir, take this youth into your custody, I accuse 
him of murder, and will appear to make good ir.y 
charge, (Then seine him,) 

Barn, To whom, of what, or how shall I complain ; 
I’ll not accuse her, the hand of heaven is in it, and 
this the punishment of lust and parricide. 
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Be warn’d ye youths, who see my sad despair, 

Avoid lewd women, false as they are fair, 

By reason guided, honest j<jys pursue, 

'J’h(! fair to honour, and to virtue true, 

^ Just to herself, will ne’er be false to you. 

By my example learn to shun my fate, 

(I low wretched is the man who’s wise too late ? ) 

Kre innocence and fame, and life be lost, 

Here purchase wisdom, cheaply, at my ct)st. 

Officers^ 1 .. 11 . 

MilL Where’s liUcy, why is she absent at such a 
time ? 

JBlunl, Would I had been so too, Lucy will soon 
lie hero, and I hope to thy confusion, thou devil ! 

MilL Insolent ! this to me. 

Blunt, The worst lint \ve know of the devil is, 
that he first seduces to sin, and then betrays <0 punish^ 
ment. [K.rzY, n.ii. 

MilL 'Fhey disapprove of my conduct — my ruin is 
resolved ; 1 see my danger, but scorn it and them. I 
was not born to fall by such weak instruments. 

(Going,) 


Enter TiioRowGoojyy l..h. 

Thor, Where is this scandal of her own sex, and 
curse of ours ? 

MilL What means this insolence ? Who do ytui 
seek ? 

Thor. Millwood. 

MilL Well, you have found her then. 1 am Mill- 
wood. 

Thor, Then you are the most impious wretch that 
e’er i?he sun beheld. 

MilL From your appearjiiice, 1 should have 
peeled wisdom and moderation, but your manners 
belie _your aspect. What is your business here ? 1 
know you not. 

Thor. Hereafter you may know me better ; f am 
.R&rii well’s master. 

c 3 
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Aim Then you arc master to a villain ; which 1 
think is not much to your credit. 

Thor. Had he been as iiiiich above thy arts, as my 
credit is superior to thy malice, 1 need not have 
blushed to own him. 

MilL My arts ! I do not understand you, sir ! If he 
has done amiss, what’s that to me ? Was he my ser- 
vant, or yours ? \'ou should have taught him better. 

Thor, W^hy should I wonder to find such iincoin- 
inon impudence in one arrived to such a height of 
\^ickedness. Know, sorceress, 1 am not ignorant of 
any of your arts, by which you first deceived the un- 
wary youth : 1 know how^, step by sl(‘p, you’ve led 
him on, reluctant and unwilling, from crime to crime, 
to this last horrid ac*^ which you contrived, and, by 
your cursed wil(\s, even forced him to commit, and 
then betray(‘d him. 

MilL Ha! Lucy has got the advantage of me and 
accused me first, i»nl(\ss 1 can turn the accusation, and 
fix it upon her and Blunt, I am lost. (Aside,) 

Thor. Had I known your cruel design sooner, it 
had been ])reverited. I’o see you punished as the law 
dir<‘cts, is all that iiow^ remains. Poor satisfaction, 
for he, innocent as he is, compared to you, must suf- 
fer too. 

AlilL I find, sir, we are both iinhap])y in our ser- 
vants. 1 was surprised at such ill treatment, from a 
gemtieman of your appearance, without cause, and 
therefore too hastily returned it; for which 1 ask your 
pardon. 1 now perceive you have been so far im- 
posed on, as to think me engaged in a former corres- 
])ondeiice w ith your servant, and, some way or other, 
accessary to his undoing. 

I'hcr, 1 char^^e you as the cause, the sole cau^e of 
all liis guilt, and ail his suffering, of all he now en- 
dures, and must endure, till a violent and sharnefui 
death shall put a dreadful period to his life and mi- 
serif s tog<‘ther. 

AlilL ’Tis very strange ! but who’s secure from 
scandal and detraction? So far from contributing i^; 
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his ruin, 1 never spoke to him till since that fatal ao 
cidcnt, which 1 lament as much as you : ’tis true, 1 
have a servant, on whose account he has of late fre- 
quented my house ; if she has abused my good opinion 
- pfher, am I to blame? Has not Barnwell done the 
same by you ? 

Thor, 1 hear you ; pray go on. 

Mill, I have been informed he Iiad a violent passion 
for her, and she for him ; but 1 always thought it in- 
nocent ; 1 know her poor, and given to expensive 
pleasures. Now who can tell but she may have in- 
fluenced the amorous youth to commit this murder, 
to sup[)ly her extravagancies — it must be so, 1 now 
recollect a thousand circumstances that contirm it : 
I’ll hav(‘ her and a man servant, that T suspect as an 
accomplice, secured immedialely. 1 hope, sii, yon 
will lav asid(‘ your ill-grounded suspicions of me, and 
. join to punish the real contrivers of this bloody deed. 

( Offers fo go. ) 

Thor, Madam, you pass not this way: 1 see your 
design, but shall protect them from your malice. 

I hope you will not use your influenee, and 
the credit of your name, fo skrecn such guilty wret- 
ches. Consider, sir I the wickedness of persuading a 
thoughth'ss youth to such a crime. 

Tfwr, 1 do, — and of betraying him w hen it was 
done. 

/ Mill, That which you call betraying him, may con- 
( viiicc you of iny innocence. She who loves him, 
though' she contrived the murder, would never have 
delivered him into the hands of justice, as 1, struck 
with the horror of his crimes, have done. 

Thor, Those whom subtlely you would accuse, 
you know are your accusers ; and what proves un- 
answerably their innocence and your guilt, they ac- 
ctised you before the deed was done, and did all that 
was ill their power to have prevented it. 

Mill, Sir, you are very hard to be convinced ; but 
I havp such a proof, which, when produced, will si- 
'cLCe all objections, r.h. 

c6 
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Enler Lucy, Trueman, IIlunt, Officers^ l.h. 

ZjUci/. Gentlemen, pray place yourselves, some on 
one side of that door, and some on the other ; watch 
her entrance, and act as your prudence shall direct 
you, — ^^rhis way — ( 2 b Ihorowgood.) — She’s driven 
to the last extremity, and is forming some ilcspcrate 
resolution. I ^uess at her design. 

Enter M.i'iAjVf ooT) with a pistoL R.ii. Trueman 
secures her. 

True. Here thy power of doing mischief ends ; de- 
ceitful, cruel, bloody woman ! 

]\IUL Fool, liypocriio, villain, man ! ihoi; can’st 
not call me that. 

True. To call tliec woman, were to wrong the sex, 
thou devil ! 

JSJilL That imaginary being is an emblem of thy 
cursed sex collected. A mirror, wherein each jiar- 
ticiilar man may see his own likeness, and that of all 
mankind. 

True. Think not by aggravating the fault of othcis 
to extenuate thy own, of which the abuse of such 
uncommon perfections of mind and body is not the 
least. 

Mill. If such I had, well may 1 curse your bar- 
barous sex, who rolibed me of them, ere 1 knew 
their worth 5 then left me, too late, to count their 
value by their loss. Another and another spoiler 
came, and all my gain was poverty and reproach. 
My soul disdained, and yet disdains, depen dance and 
contempt. Riches, no matter by what means*' ob- 
tained, I saw secured the worst of men from both : I 
found it therefore necessary to Ix^ rich ; and, to tha‘i 
end, 1 summoned all rny arts. You call them wicked, 
be it so, they were such as my conversation with your 
»e:^,liad furnished me withal. 

J^hor. Sure none but the worst of men conveis^d 
with thee. 
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Mill, Mon of all degrees and all professions 1 have 
known, yet found no diHerencc?, but in their several 
capaciticvS ; all were alike wicked to the utmost of 
their power. In pride, contention, avarice, cruelty, 
and revenge, the revert^nd priestliood were my uner- 
ring guides. From suburb magistrates, nho live by 
ruined reputations, as the iinhospitable natives of 
Cornwall do by shipwrecks, 1 learned that to charge 
iny innocent neighbours with my crimes, was to merit 
their protection ; for to skreen the guilty, is the less 
scandalous, when many are suspected, and detraction, 
like darkness and death, blackens all objects, and le- 
vels all distinction. 8uch are your venal magistrates, 
who favour none but such as, by their office, tliey are 
sworn to punish: with them not to be guilty, is the 
worst of crimes ; and large tees privat(‘!y paid, are 
every needful virtue. 

Thor. Your practice has sufficiently discovered 
your contempt of laws, both human and divine ; no 
wonder then that you should hate the officers of l)oth. 

Mill, 1 hate you all, I know you, and expect no 
mercy; nay, i ask for none; 1 have done nothing 
that i am sprry for; 1 followed my incliiuili ms, and 
lint the best of you does every day. All actions are 
<dike natural and indifferent to man and beast, wh(^^ 
devour, or ar(‘ devoured, as they meet with others 
weaker or stroisger than themselves. 

/ Thor. What pity it is, a mind so comprehensive, 
daring and inquisitive, should be a stranger to reli- 
gion’s sweet, but powerful charms. 

Mill, 1 am not fool enough to be an Atheist, though 
I have known enough of men’s liypocrisy to m.ik(i a 
thousand simple women so. Whatever religion is in 
itsclfj as practised by iiiaiikmd, it has caused the evil 
you say it was designed to cure. War, plagin‘, and 
tainine has not destroyed so many of the human race, 
as this pretended piety has done ; and with such bar- 
barous cruelty, as if the only way to honour heaven, 
were to turn the present world into hell. 

Thor, Truth is truth though from an enemy, and 
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spoke in malice. Vou bloody, blind, and supersti- 
tious bigots, how will you answer this ? 

jMilL What are your laws, of which you make your 
boast, but the fool’s wisdom, and the coward’s valour ; 
the instrument and skreen of all your villanies, bv 
w'hich ymi punish in others what you act yourselves, 
or w^ould have acted, had you bc'en in their circum- 
stances. The judge who condemns the poor m in for 
being a thief, had been a thief himself had he been 
poor. Thus you go on deceiving, and being deceived, 
harrassiiig, and plaguing, and destroying one ano- 
ther ; but women arc your universal prey. 

VV omen, by whom you are, the source of joy. 

With cruel arts your labour to destroy : 

A thousand ways c.ur ruin you pursue. 

Vet blame in us those arts, first taught by you. 

O may, from hence, each violated maid, 

By flattering, faithless, barb’roiis man betray’d ; 
When robb’d of innocence, and virgin fame, 

From your destruction raise a nobler name ; 

To right their sex’s wrongs devote their mind, 

And future Milhvood’s prove to plague mankind* 

[feVewwf, L.H. 


END OF ACT IV. 


ACT V. 

SCENE \.—A Dmigeon, a Table and Lamp , 
Barnwell, reading. 

Tjioro WGOOD, l.h. 

Thor. See there the bitter fruits of passion’s detested 
reign, and sensual appetite indulged. Severe reflec- 
tions, penitence and tears. 
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Barn. My honoured injured master, forgive this 
last unwiliing disrespect, — indeed 1 saw you not. 

Thor. ’Tis well, 1 hope you were better employed 
in viewing of yourself; — I sent ii reverend divine to 
teach \ou to improve it, and should be glad to hear of 
his success. 

Barn. Tlic Avord of truth, which lie recommended 
for my constant companion in this my sad retii*<‘ment, 
has at length removed the doubts 1 laboured under. 
From thence I’ve learned the infinite extent of hea- 
venly m(*rcy ; that my otfences, though great, arc not 
unpardonabie ; and that it is not my interest only, but 
my duty to beliexe, and to rejoice in that hope; — so 
shall heaven reciave the glory, and future penitents 
the profit of my example. 

Thor. Go on. — How happy am 1 who live to sec 
this. 

Barn. ’Tis wondeiful, — that words should charm 
* despair, speak peace and ])ardon to a murderer’s con* 
cience ; — but truth and mercy flow in every sentence, 
attended with force and energy divine. How shall 1 
describe my jiresent state of mind? 1 h()j)e in doubt — 
and trernbijng 1 rejoice. — 1 feel my grief increase, 
even as my fears give way. — Joy and gratitude now 
sup])ly more tears, than the honor and anguish of 
des)}air before. 

Thor. 'Fliese are the genuine signs of true repen- 
yiance — the only preparatory — certain way to everiust- 
^'ing j)eace. 

^ Barn. What do I owe for all your generous kind- 
ness ? but though 1 cannot, heaven can and will re- 
ward you 

Thor. I’o see thee thus, is joy too great for words. 
Farewell. — Heaven strengthen thee. — Farewell. 

Barn. O ! sir, there’s something 1 could say, if 
Uiy sad swelling heart would give me leave. 

Thor. Give it vent awhile, and try. 

Barn. I had a friend, — ’tis true 1 am unworthy, 
yet metliinks your generous example might persuade ; 
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— could I not sec him oiico before I i^o from wlicnce 
there’s no return. 

Thor, llti’s comifi^j — and as much thy friend as 
e\er; but I’ll not anticipah^ his sorrow, — too soon 
he'll see the sad (‘ifect of this c(>ntas»i(Mis ruin. — I 
must retire to indulge a weakness 1 tind impossible to 
overcome. — (Aside ) — Much loved^ — and much la- 
mented }outh, — I’arewell. — Heaven strengthen thee 
— eternal 1 y fari'. \v ell. 

Bant, 'I'he best of masters and of men — Farewell ; 
— while 1 live Ic^t me not want your j^rayers. 

Thor, I'liou shalt not ; — thy ]>e:u e being made 
witli heaven, dcatli is already vaiuiuish(‘d ; bear a little 
longer the pains that attend this trau'jitory lifig and 
r(* >se fnmi pain for ever. n.n. 

Barti, 1 find a po%ver within that bears my soul 
above the fears of death, and spite of conscious shame 
and guilt, gives mo a taste of pleasure more than 
mortal. 


Etilcr Trukman, l.h. 

Barn, Trueman, — my friend, whom I so wished to 
sec, yet now he’s here I dare nut look npoji him. 

( JV rej)s . ) 

True, O Harnwell ! IJarnwel]! 

Barn, Mercy ! Mercy ! gracious heaven ! for death, 
but not for this, was 1 pn pared. 

True. What have 1 sutlercd since I saw you last ? — 
v^Iiat pain has absence given me? — But oh! to sec 
tliee thus ! 

Barn, 1 know it is dreadful ! 1 f ‘(d the anguish of 
thy gemerous soul ; but 1 was liorn to murder all who 
love me. (Both zceep,) 

True, I came not to reproach you ; — 1 thought to 
bring you comfort. () had you trusted un? wluMi first 
tlie tiiir seducer tempted you, all might have beem jire- 
vented. 

Barn, Alas, thou knowest not what a wretch I’ve 
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"been ! breach of friendship was my first and least of- 
tence. — So far was [ lost to ^oodiMiss ; — so devoted 
to the author of iny ruin: — that had she insisted ofi 
my imird('ri»)^ thee, I think I slioiild have done it. 

T?7*'e. Prv tiiee airi>'ravate tliv taults no more. 

Barn, I think 1 should! — thus good and generous 
as you are, 1 should have murderefl you ! 

True, We have not y el embraced, and may be in- 
terrupted. Come to my arms. 

Barn, Never, never will I taste such joys on earth ; 
never will I so soothi^ iny just remorse. Are those 
honest arms, and faithful bosom, fit to (unbrace and to 
supp)rt a murderer — These iron fettcTs only sliail 
clasp, and fiiidy paviuiieni bear me ; — even these too 
good for such a bloody monster. 

Ti ue. SIiJiIl fortune sever those whom friendship 
joined ! Thy miseries cannot lay th('e so low, but lo\e 
will find dice. Upon this rugged couch then let us 
lie, for well it suits our most deplorable condition. 
Here ill we offer t(j stern calami tj, — this earth the 
altar, and oursedves the sacrifice. — ()ur mutual groans 
shall <*clio to each other through the dreary vault. 
Our sighs shall number the iiioiiieiits as they pass, and 
mingling tears cominuiiicate such anguish, as words 
were juw er nhide to (‘xjuvss. 

Barn. Since you propose an intercourse of woe, 
))our all your griefs into my breast, and in exchange 
/.akc mine. — {Embracing-) — Where’s now the an- 
guish that you j)rom!sed I You have taken mine, and 
make me no return. Sure peace and comfort dwell 
within these arms, and sorrow cannot reproach me 
while I am here! This too is the w'ork of heaven, 
who, having before sjw>kc peace and pardon to me. 
now" ^eiids thee to confirm it. O take, take some ol 
the joy that overflows niy breast. 

Enter Kef.per, l.h. 


Keeper. Sir. 
True. 1 come. 


\^Exily E.ii. 
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Ham. Must you leave me! Deatli would soon have 
parled us for ever. 

True. O m\ Barnwell, there is y(*t another task be- 
hind : aijain your heart must blc'<‘d for others woes. 

Barn. To meet and part with you, 1 thought was 
all I had to do on earth ! What is (here more for me 
to do or suffer ? 

True. I dread to tell thee, yet it must he known ! 
Maria — 

Barn. Our master’s fair and virtuous daughter ! 

True. The same. 

Barn. No misfortune, 1 hope, has reached that 
lovely maid ! Preserve her, heaven, from every ill, to 
show mankind that goodness is your care. 

True Whatev( r )OU and I have felt, and more, if 
more b(‘ possible, she feels for you. 

Barn. This is, indeed, the bitterness of death ! 

{Aside.) 

True. Vou must remember, for we all observed it, 
for some time past, a heavy melanchol}^ weighed her 
down. Disconsolate she seemed, and pined and lan- 
guished from a cause unknown; till hearing of youi 
dreadful fate, the long stifled flame blazed out, and 
in the transport of her grief, disco\ered her own lost 
state, while she lamented yours. 

Barn. [U^eping,) Wh) didn’t you let me die and 
never know it ? 

True. It was impossible ; she makes no secret of he* 
passion for you, and is determined to see yr)U ere you 
die ; she waits for me to in(rud*ice her. [AV//, L.ii. 

Barn. Vainbus> thoughts be still ! What avails it 
to think on what I might have been, — 1 now am, — 
what I have made myself. 

Bn/trTiivEMA 2 i and Maui a, l.h. 

True. Madiun, reluctant I lead you to this dismal 
scene: this is the seat of misery and guilt. Here 
awful justice reserves her public victims. This is the 
entrance to shameful death. 
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■ ,Marta. To this sad place then no improper guest, 
the abandoned lost IVfaria brings despair, atid sec the 
subject and the cause of all this world of woe. Silent 
and motionless lie stands, cis if hts soul had quitted 
Ker aliode, and the Ideless form alone was left behind. 

liarn. Just heaven, 1 am your own ; do with me 
what you ])icjise. 

Maria. VV hy are your streaming eyes still fixed be- 
low ? astlioiigli thoud’st give the greedy earth thy sor- 
rows, and rob me of niy due. Were happiness w ithin 
your ]>ower, you should bestow it where you pleased ; 
imt in your misery 1 must and will partake. 

Barn. Oh ! say not wo, but lly, abhor, and leave me 
to my fate. Consider what you are : so shall I quickly 
be to you as though 1 had never been. 

Maria, When 1 forgel you I must be so indeed, 
Reason, choice, virtue, all forbid it. Let women, like 
Millwood, if there be more such women, smile in pros- 
perity, and in adversity forsjike. I5e it the pride of 
virtue to repair, or to partake, the ruin such have 
made. 

Trve. Lovely, ill-fated maid! 

Maria. Yes, fruitless is my love, and unavailing all 
ray sighs and tears. Can they save thee from ap- 
) proaching death ? From such a death ? O, sorrow in- 
* supportable. 

Barn. Preserve her, heaven, and restore her peace, 
nor let her death be added to my crimes. — {Bell tolfs.) 
— 1 am summoned to my fate. 

Kekper, l.,11. 

Aerp, The oflicers attend you, sir. Millwood is 
already summoned. l..h. 

Batn. IVdl them 1 am ready. And now, my friend, 
fiireweli.— 8u])p()rt and comfort the 
"^bestyou can this inoiirniiig fair. No more, forget 
not to |’»ray for me ; — {('rosscs fo 3Jiiria.) — would 
you, bright exci'lleiicc jieriuit me the honor ot a 
chaste* embrace, the iast happiness this world could 
irivt? were mine. — inclines towards him; thej/ 
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embrace .) — Exalted goodness! O turn your eyes fro^n 
earth and me, to heaven, where virtue, like yours, is 
ever heard. Pray tor the peace of my departing soul. 
Early iny race of wickedness began, and soon has 
reached the sumniit. Ere nature has finished he: 
W'ork, and stamped me man, just at the time that others 
begin to stray, my course is finished ; though short 
my span of lile, and few my days ; yet count m\ 
crimes for years, and I have lived whole ages. Jus- 
tice and mercy are in heaven the same ; Its utmost 
severity is mercy to the whole, — thereby to cure man’s 
folly and ])resumption, which else would render even 
intjiiite mercy vain and iiiefl'ectiiaL Thus justice, in 
compassion to mankind, cuts off a wretch like me, by 
one such exampt.* to secure thousands from futtire 
ruin. 

If any youth, like you, in future times, 

Shall mourn my fate, though he abhor my crimes ; 
Or tender maid, like you, my tale shall hear, 

And to my sorrows give a pitying tear : 

To each such melting eye, and throbbing_]jeait, 
Would gracious heaven this benefit iiiij)art, 

Never to know niy guilt, nor feel my pain, 

Then must you own you ought not to coTiipIaiu : 
Since you nor weep, nor shall I die in vain. 


Disposition of the Characters token the Curtain Fallti 
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i^emarli£l 


THE TRAVELLERS. 


Although, upon the whole, wc have found the task of periisint^ this 
opera sufficiently irksome, wc must confess it has in one point of vitMv 
afforded us sincere satisfaction, for it has convinced us that the character 
of the English Theatre has advanced rather than retrograded during tlic 
last sixteen years, a circumstance which wc previously were not much 
inclined to suspect. Heaven knows, the dramas of the present clay are 
not particularly calculated to awaken our national pride, nor arc the 
audiences remarkably squeamish respecting the quality of the pro- 
ductions that are presented to their notice ; but, wc do verily believe, 
that were the “ Travellers*’ now brought forward for the first time, 
-id performcvl before the best humoured set of mortals that chance 
could collect together, they would turn from its absurdities with con- 
tempt, and reject with loalliing its insipid sentiments and nau.^ectus 
clap-traps. Not so, however, the good easy folks of 1800, who fo» 
the sake of gratifying their eyes with splendid dresses, and their ears 
WibV pleasant music, permitted to pass, not only uncensured, but even 
with app'i.sTise, the strangest mass of incongruities that ever emanated 
from the brain of a dullard. 


We shall not, of course, be expected to waste many words upon a 
production, the style of which is as licentious as its plan, and which 
treats with perfect contempt all rules of syntax as well as of dramatic 
composition. To the efforts of the machinist, the composer, and the 
scene-kaintcr, who set the ricketty thing in motion, we concede thoii 
full sharj^af applause ; but, unluckily, the reader of the “ Travellers,*' 
who derives iiq^ benefit from their exertions, is constrained to labour 
through Mr. Cherry’s vapid scenes, unchecred by any of those adven- 


titious ^ids, which in the theatre serve in some degree to conceal the 
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barrenness of the plot, and sustain the feebleness of the dialogue ; he 
is left to extract what amusement he may from five acts of uncon- 
nected incidents, and such truly natural personages as a philosophical 
Chinese emperor, who sends the heir of his throne to study the laws, 
and customs of Europe; a Turkish sentinel, full of siincrstition and 
sympatli}^; an Italian marchioness, penetrated with admirail'^n of 
l^nglisb manners and institutions; and half-a-dozen other lacKcs and 
gentlemen drawn with similar attention to probability and truth. 
Meanwhile he is half-suffocated in every page with an excess of tawdry 
sentiment, and with those sickening eulogies upon Britain and Britons 
which absolutely make the gorge rise in imi>atient disgust. “ Though 
we «iv damned honest fellows, we should stow our jargon on that 
head,*' says Mr. Cherry’s Buntline, without, however, precisely prac- 
tising what he preacher. Englishmen have the reputation of being a 
modest people, and individually they ai*e so ; but, collectively, they 
arc the vainest beings upon the surface of the globe, or they never 
could consent to listen with complacency to the extravagant eulogies 
on their manifold virtues which arc uttered in their theatres, and to ap- 
plaud them as they do with might and main. The custom, however, 
of flattering John Bull, clumsily and grossly, to his face, is, we arc 
happy to perceive, falling into disuse ; the doses were administercc' so 
largely and incessantly, that the patient became surfeited, and we ai\ 
now content to believe ourselves the wisest, freest, and bravest nation 
in the universe, without being constantly reminded of the circumstimri* 
by the players. 

Mr. Cherry has thought proper to place most of his compliments to 
England in the mouth of an Irishman, a facetious gentleman, ^li of 
generosity and blunders, with a head that may err, but a heart in 
the right place*' — a kind of personage who was deemed an indispen- 
sable appendage to every comic drama while Johnstone remained 
upon the stage. We have heard sundry satirical rogues assert that to 
wliatover quarter of the world you travel, you are sure to meet with 
a Scotchman, but Irishmen are not a whit less erratic in their <li‘’;/'*4i- 
lions, if we may credit the writers for the stage, since they co istantly 
contrive to find a place for one, amongst thci»' person®, 

whether the scene is laid in Greenland or Japan. Tue jokes of J/r. 
O* Gallagher , as well as those of the old gardener, DcIlw, thoilgli they 
were doubtless intended to be extremely comic, «*--ike ns as bem*^ ’'''t 
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deadly lively after all. We infinitely prefer the drolleries of the ter- 
rible Duke Pusiliyo, wliicli all must admit arc remarkably funny. His 
cne^etic exclamations of “ Death! — Jealousy !•— Damnation 1*’ 
arc no ' amiss, but his humourous exit, a little after, is irresistible— 

** My lord-r-1 — 1 — feel — ^that — I am your grace’s— Damnation — / 
shall {Exit) greatly agitated'* 

This unquestionably is very fine, and scarcely surpassed in delicacy 
by the declaration of the assassin a scene or two after, when, to allay 
his companion’s apprehensions that they may lose their way, he as- 
sures him that he could find each turning, were it as dark as hell.” 

The music of this piece W’as composed by Mr. Corri, and two or 
three of the songs acquired great celebrity, though the words to which 
the melodies gave currency are indiscribabiy absurd. Hear, however, 
what Mr. Cherry says in his preface in extenuation of the faults of bis 
poetry, and then judge him with harshness if you can. 

From the construction of this piece, it was indispensably neces- 
sary that the .songs, &c. should bear the characteristic melody of the 
various nations ; the musical subject, therefore, in many instances was 
composed before the words were written : consequently, the author 
was often confined to a syllable, and frequently to the emphasising of 
r Single letter. He trusts this circumstance will plead his excuse for 
singularity of measure, or other defects (t. e. false grammar) that 
must necessarily occur from a restriction of this nature.” 

Who will presume after this to talk of the trammels of verse 'i 
What arc they to the trammels which distract the miserable wight 
thus has to twist and torture his lines to humour the capricious 
fancier musical composer ? P-P- 
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The time this piece takes in representation is three hours. — The 
half-price commences at nine o’clock. 


Stage Directions. 

By R.ii • is meant. •••.«•• Right Hand. 

L. ii. Left Hand. 

s.E Second Entrance. 

O.E.. «• Upper Entrance. 

M. D V..... Middle Door. 

D.F. • Door in Flat. 

R.H.D. Right Hand Door. 

Left Hand Door. 



PROLOGUE. 


>v^trrrEN bvthe author of the drama, and spoken 

BY MR. BARTLEY. 


Our Author, who prepares this play to night. 

Reveres those laws that check dramatic flight : 

That give to Nature each enchanting grace 
Of due proportion, — action^ — and place , 

He knows the poet best secures his cause. 

By strict observance of Dramatic Laws : 

Vet, tlius inform’d, the vent’rous Author strays, 

To trace ftwcvf Music from her infant days ; 

111 search oi he roves from tlimc to cltim , 

And breaks the unities of jdave and time. 

Yes!— “ When Music, heavenly maid, was young,’" 
111 China first — suppose — her lyre was strung , 

Artless the strain — for Nature gave the notes, 

Thro’ leather’d songsters’ sweetly-warbling tliroats. 

In China, then, our drama we commence. 

And trace the origin of sound from thence : 

Oh, may such melodies have power to charm. 

And through our frst act critic-rage disarm ! 

To Turkey next our vagrant Muse takes flight. 
Where the soft science yields improv’d delight ; 

Tho* still imperfect in harmonic art. 

It yields such strains as may affect the heart. 

Still wand’ring forth, the tune-struck Muse is fouml, 
, Chasing the goddess o’er her classic ground. 

To fair Italia, where the sorc’ress dwells. 

By Scitnicc gifted with harmotiic spelU. 

roi next, where and Science meet. 

She sailTs, the nymph Terpsichore to gteet ; 

There strains harmonious sweetly float along, 

■ An/1 rsi^s with mbject and with song / 
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Thro* five short acts we rove from place to place. 
And trust yo\ir smiles will add — an Act of Grace: 
First — to receive what here our Travellers say. 
Between each act, suppose them on their way ; 

And when the curtain shall again arise. 

On a new ground the Trav'llers meet your eyes . 

If, as they roam, such precepts they impart. 

As charm the car, but not corrupt the heart. 

They know your candour can forgive the Muse, 

If sound from sense the willing maid subdues. 

From Nature’s bias, and the Drama’s laws. 

To court, by lighter means, your kind applause ! 
You, whom a Soldier's Daughter did protect. 

The weary Trav* tiers will not now neglect ; 

Who from thi^ ^oil will never wish to roam, 

\f Britons cheer them with a welcome home. 



Co^ftumr. 


THE TRAVELLERS, 

ZAPHIMIRI. 

Green satin vest, amber surcoat, white trowsers, yellow slippers^ 

' and cap, richly embroidered with gold. 

KOYAN. 

Scarlet silk vest, green surcoat, slippers, and cap. 

O’GALLAGHER. 

First dress. — Blue surcoat, red striped trowsers, bamboo hat, black 
boots. Second dross. — Orange surcoat, white vest, and pink trowsers, 
embroidered# 

TWO PAGES. 

* Orange siircoats, whiter trowsers, caps and slippers. 

MINDORA. 

Yellow satin under dress, trimmed with black and silver, purple 
satin upper do. embroidered with flowers, and silver Chinese hat and 
shoes * 

. CELINDA. 

First dress. — ^White satin under dress, pink sarsnet upper do. trim- 
med with silver, and pink and silver Chinese hat. Second dress.— 
^Vhitc trowsers, yellow satin under dress, purple do. upper do, Irini- 
med with blue and silver, and purple satin Chinese bat. 

CHARACTERS IN CHINA.— ACT /. 

EMPEROR. 

Amber coloured surcoat, green satin vest, yellow slippers, and cap, 
all richly embroidered. 

HELVO. 

Black surcoat, blue vest, and striped trowsers. 

CHORUS OF GARDENERS. 

.VarioL s coloured surcoats and trowsers, caps, and slippers. 

CHORUS OF MANDARINS. 

Light blue surcoats, orange vests, caps, and slippers. 

GUARDS. 

.■»v....#.i*rests, caps, and boots. 



CHORUS SINGERS. 

First dress. — Chinese dresses, plain. Second dress. — Do. rich. 
CHARACTERS IN TURKEV.^ACT IL 
MUSTAPHA. 

Crimson velvet robe, white vest, trowsers, turban, and slipY«Jrs. 
CHIEF AGA. 

Orang^c robe, light blue vest, white trowsers, turbr u and slippers. 
BEN ALL 

Scarlet robe, blue vest, turban, and slippers. 

MORAD. 


Ibid. 

ibid. 

Ibid. 


SELIM. 

SENTINEL. 


^?^ORUS OF JANIZARIES. 

Scarlet vests, white trowsers, and turbans. 

SOLDIERS. 

Scarlet robes, blue vests, trowsers, and turbans. 

DANCERS. 

Blue flys, striped vests, white trowsers, black slippers, and turbans 
PARAZADE. 

White trowsers, spangled upper dress, yellow sill* robe trim. ■'C 
with silver, and turban. 

SAFIE. 

White trowsers, blue upper dress trimmed with silver, scarf of blu 
and scarlet muslin trimmed with silver, and turban. 

CHORUS SINGERS AND DANCERS. 

Fine Turkish dresses. .. 

CHARACTERS IN ITALY*-^ACTS HI, and IV. 

DUKE. 

Crimson tunic, bine robe, white pantaloons, yellow boots, hat an 
feathers. 

TOLEDO. 

Brown doublet, yellow vest, brown breeches, and yellow stockingi^ 
SANGUINI. 

Brown doublet, green trunks, and red pantaloons. 

CALVETIT. 

Blue do. red do. and green do. 



ITALIAN MINSTRELS, 
i^iffercnt coloured tunics. 

CHORUS OF LAZZARONI. 

Dii3[erent coloured tunics, breeches, &r. 

MARCHIONESS MERIDA. 

White satin dress, trimmed with pink and silver, and white i<*no 
>hort dress, tri^yljged do. 

. CHORUS SINGERS AND DANCERS. 

Italian peasantry. 

CHARACTERS IN BNGLANH—ACT K 
ADMIRAL LORD HAWSER. 

Rluc coat, laced with gold, and hat do. white kerseymere waist- 
coat, breeches, and black boots. 

BEN BUNTLINE. 

Blue coat, spotted flannel waistcoat, and blue breeches. 

MARINES. 

Scarlet jackets, white breeches, black gaiters, and round hats. 

• SAILORS. 

Blue jackets and trowsers. 

CHORUS SINGERS. 


sailor’s lasses. 





THE TRAVELLERS. ‘ ,, 

1806. ' mx 

Zapkimiriy Prince, of China . , Mr. Elliston. Mr. Coo^per. 

KoyaHy his Friend Companion Mr. Braham. Mr. Braliain. 


(y Gallagher Mr. Johnstone. Mr. Fitz^viiliam. 

Pages , . Masters Chatterley, Tokely, West, &c. Masters Colborne. 

Mindora Mrs. Rowell. Mrs. Glover. 

('elindat Mrs. Mountain. Miss Stephens. 


CHARACTERS IN CHINA.— /. 

The Emperor Mr. Powell. Mr. Powell. 

Chief Mandarin Mr. Maddocks. Mr. Dougflas. 

Dvloo^ an old Garda ...«•» Mr. Mathews. Mr. Harley. 
Mandarins, Soldiers, Gardeners, 8fc, Hfv. 


CHARACTERS IN TURKEY.— 77. 


The Grand Vizier, Mr. Bartley. Mr. Tlioinpson. 

Chief Aga of the Janizaries ,, Mr. Dignum, Mr. G. SmiUi. 

Den AH Mr. Cooke. Mr. Randall. 

Morad Mr, Fisher. Mr. Coveney. 

Selim ...... Mr. Evans. Mr. E. Crookc. 

Sentinel, Mr. Mercer. ^ 

Parazadc Mrs. Mathews. Miss Cubitt. ' ^ 

Safe Mrs. Bland. MissForde. 

Principal Dancer Mrs. Sharp. Mrs. Noble. 


Ladies, Janizaries, Dancers, Servants, tfc, ^c. 


CHARACTERS IN ACTS III. and IV. 

The Duke Posilipo Mr. Holland. Mr. Youngc. 

Sanguini Mr. Male. Mr. King. • 

Calvetti Mr, Maddocks. Mr. Tyrnoiir. 

Bamini • . . . Mr, Webb. 

Toledo Mr. Gibbon. Mr. Gibbon. 

„ „ /Master Moss. Mr. Millar. 

Pedlar Boys \Ma8ter Jones. Master Dean. 

Jacomo Mr. Sparkes. 

The Marchioness Merida Sig. Storace. Mrs. Davison. 

Lazzaroni, Men, Women, Sfc. Sfc, * 


CHARACTERS IN ENGLAND.— P. 

Admiral Lord Hawser Mr. Dowton. Mr. Gattie. 

Ben Buntline Mr. Bannister. Mr. Dowton. 

Sailors, Duds, Lasses, SfC, 



THE TRAVELLERS; 


OR, 

^MUSIC’S FA SC IX AT 10 M. 


CHINA. 


ACT I. 

SCENE I. — A beautiful Garden in the Chinese styfe^ 
— with manij Bridges^ — intersecting Canals^ 8^c . — 
The Sun rising in the distance,— The cui'tain 
ir ' drawn up slowly to a symphony resembling the 
zoarbling of birds, — Cki.i^v Ay followed by Dblvo, 

' is seen passing from bridge to bridge. — When she 
reaches the front of the stage, the music ceases, 

Celinda. Delvo ! heard you not a voice that seemed 
' to add its melody to ours — increased our strains, and 
lent a new devotion to nature’s warblers, and to iia- 
► ture’s God ? 

Delvo. Yes, my fair mistress — that voice was mine ; 
but more like the raven than the nightingale. Ha, 
ha, ha! Well, I never thought that Delvo, in his 
old days, would charm a beautiful young lady with 
the melody of his notes — Ha, ha, ha ! — 1 never was 
remarkable for my captivating qualities, even in niy* 
youth ; — but what then ? 1 had a form that age 
coii’dn’t injure. Your gaudy tuUp droops its head 
and withers, while the bold laurel is always green and 
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fiourisliing — Ha, ha, ha ! — No, no, no, my gentle 
mistress ; ’twas the echo, nature’s voice, that caught 
your ear ; not the rusty grating of my old iron lungs, 
depend upon it — ha, ha, ha ! 

Celinda. The voice of nature sometimes speaks in 
thunder ; but these were mild and gentle notes*; — 
such as they say enamoured lovers use, jVjS::e,n^first the 
tender flame assails their hearts. « 

Deho, Love! Ha, ha, ha! — ^yc, you young 
sprouts think of nothing else; — for my .part, 1 have 
almost out-lived the recollection of it. — Yet I do think 
there was a time when my breast glowed like a hot- 
house beneath the sunshine of a pair of pretty twink- 
lers ; — but now. Lord help ’em ! they may spU^k, and 
leer, and ogle at me till their strings crack again — ha, 
ha, ha ! — Aye, aye ! Delvo is an old plant, but not a 
sensitive one ; the touch of beauty cannot make the 
heart shrink that is already .withered — ha, ha, ha ! — 
ril to work. I would my garden were as free from* 
weeds, as he that digs it is from tender passions. 1 
haven’t had so many compliments paid to my singing 
since I was the height of a full-grown cabbage. 

(^Rtiires to another part of the garden the. 
bridge^ u.h.) 

SONG. — Celinda. 

Hark ! hark ! the echo ! 

Hound the vaulted dome of the azure skj/^ 

The trembling echoes resound and die. 

The lover hears his sighs repeated^ 
jdnd listens to his hope defeated : 

The clang of arms that rends the air^ 

On echoes wings their deeds declare : 

Thus love and hope^ andjoi/ and fear, ' 

Heverber ale from sphere to sphere. 

To echo is the power given 
Of wafting deeds from earth to heaven, 

Bj} echo I echo I echo ! 

{Celinda going;, l.h.) 
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-{Zaphimiri and two pag;es appear in a boat from 
R.ji. lie perceives Celimla, and seems enrap^ 
hired xcitli her voice and person, 

t^rince, {From the boat.) Stay, fair star of excel- 
lence \ Whither would you fly ? 

Celinda, Hii ! — What voice was that ? Was it rny 
^3rothcr sp )k>»? 

( learning towards th e canal ^ perceives the Prince^ 
and stands in amazement,) 

Prince. {Lands.) Speak ! — Say — Who is thy bro- 
ther ? 

Celinda. Koyan ; compaiiiou, friend, and favoiirib' 
of the Prince. 

Prince, >\rt thou, celestial orb of earth, sister to 
him, who hand in hand with me has trod the paths of 
science ; uhosc graver wisdom, far out-stretching 
mine, now directs ray course, from whence essential 
profit may hereafter rise, to fix my country’s glory, 
and perpetu^atc ray name ? 

Celinda. Koyan is my brother ; this my abode : a 
tender mother rny companion, counsel, and my guide : 
Koyan my preceptor ; — and whatsoe’er of skill in 
manners, letters, or in arts, a simple maid can boast, 
1 to a brother’s kind instruction owe. 

Prince, Behold in me that prince who, with 
Koyan, learnt to view the world as ray country, man- 
kind my brothers; and no proud distinction know, 
but )vhat proceeds from vice and virtue. Have you 
imb ib^ l those precepts too? Bearestthou a congenial 
soul ? And canst thou pity him who owns thy power, 
and glories in thy chain ? 

Celinda, My lord, I understand you not. — The 
power to enslave 1 never yet could boast ; and were it 
mine,^a feeling heart would soon unlink the chain. 

Prince, Your voice would riy(g.t it again ; — that 
■ingel voice, whose native notes charm the warbling 
choristers of air, and make them borrow tones from 
mor fatincloay . 

Celinda, Aye, my lord ; — within the humble sphere 
where- now I move, ray native wood-notes suit the 
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cottage well ; but in that gilded cage, the g:iiv1y 
palace, where art, they say, has banished nature, my 
simple strains could boast no charm but novelty. 

Prince. Is there a greater charm, sweet maid, ex- 
cept Ihy beauty ? 

Celinda, And both, I fear, alike arc transient' ; — 
heard, seen, admired, and soon forgott<?r^! i 

Re-enter over the Bridge^ ii.ii. 

Delvo, {Starts at seeing the Prince.) Eh! what a 
plague! Here’s a forward plant ! — Why, my gentle 
mistress, have love’s accents dropt from your lips upon 
the earth, and conjured up this passion-flower ? — Ha, 
ha, ha! — {Crosses to r.h.) — B ut your mother calls^ 

(To the Prince.) — You must away, good stranger: 

heart’s ease is the plant we wish to flourish in that fair 
-soil; so you may bring your nettle-seed to another 
market — ha, ha, ha 1 

Nay — I meant no harm, Delvo : and yet — 
I know not — (Turning wistful/^ towards the Prince.) 
— Must he go? 

Delvo. Must he go ? To be sure he must : — what 
would your mother say to poor old Delvo, should he 
o’erlook this tempting tree of forbidde/i fruit, eh ! — 
She’d speak her mind, 1 warrant me ; — she is none of 
your two faces under a hood — ha, ha, ha ! 
j Prince. Yes — I must depart ; — my tate is picturec 
t in your countenance, — {Enters the boat.) — A'ngeh 
guard thee, thou sweetest minstrel of the seraphic 
choir 1 [^Exit in his hoati r,h 

Celinda. Heighol 

Delvo. Come — I like that : — it is the sound, bu 
not the sigh of sorrow — ha, ha, ha !— Your heigho 
is like a gentle breeze that comes whistling througi 
the bushes ; it makes the leaves tremble, but neve 
injures the blossoms— ha, ha, ha! 

Celinda. Ah, good Delvo — your whole garde 
yields not one poor plant that can allay the storm thn 
Withers here. [^Exit over bridge^ L.f 
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Hvo. Ah! this love, this love! — what a fungus it 
is ! — it springs up like mushrooms, takes root as sud- 
deiT^y fis mustard, and is as spreading and as hot. — 
Ah I the garden of love should be overlooked by 
hoTiour and honesty ; if not, it may appear beauteous 
to the eye — aU rosies and posies, but it will never pro- 
vince ajiy thi?ig profitable. Aye, aye — there was a 
time when I shouldn’t let so many pretty girls pass 
unnoticed — and yet 1 never loved but one : she was 
beauteous as a lily, but her heart was as sour and as 
insensible as a crab-tree. 

AIR. — ^Delvo. 

As the snow-drop fair was my lovely maid^ 

Her hair just like the curling endive played ; 

Oh ! her fragrant breath sweet as jessamin^ 

And her pearly teeth like the kidney-bean ! 

Oh^ deary oh I 

llerieeth were like the kidney bean* 

Her bright sparkling eyes like daisies in bloo?n^ 
And her panting breast like the white mushroom ^ 
Jtier shape like a poplar y straight as a fir y 
Hut her heart was as cold as a cucumber. 

Ohy deary oh ! 

Her heart was as cold as a cucumber ! 

Well ! I’ll to w^ork — I ’ll to work! — (^Gardeners laugh 
behind,) — Aye, aye ! The cheerful gardeners speed 
tliis way to labour, and the merry rogues prepare to 
chaunt their morning carol. 

Enter a Groupe of Chinese GardenerSy Lads and 
Lasrses, — They pass over the Bridgesy and come 
down to the front of the stage. 

CHOR,US . — {Chinescy and very lively*) 

Aurora dawns. 

And o^er the lawnSy 

She ^elden ray ; 

li J 
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And orient beams ^ 

In glisCning streams j 

Proclaim the new-born day ! 

Sing — Ting de ring tingy S^c, 
Sing — Chingy chingy chingy chingy quaw ! 

The fruitful soil 
Rewards our toily 

And makes our spirits gay ; 

Our labours done. 

To sports we ruuy 

Merry 'we close the day. 

Sing — Tingy Src. ^c. 

The peaceful shade 
By nature madcy 

To us is a bed of down / 

Our homely fare we cheerful sharey 
And laugh at fortune's frown* 

Sing — Tingy Src. Src. 

i^Excunt R.H. and l.h, 

SCENE II. — A Chamber in the House of Mindora, 

En/er Mindora, r.h. anJCELiNBA, l.h. meeting. 
They embrace. 

Mindora. My child 1 — my adored Cclinda !— the 
radiant sun, that gilds this heavenly morning, has 
called you early forth to chaunt your grateful matins. 
Methouglit you sung with more than common energy 
— ^the strain came wafted to ray ear from a loved 
daughter’s voice, and vibrated on the sympathetic 
chords of a fond mother’s heart ! — But see — your br"' 
ther comes. 


Enter Koyan, l.h. 

Koyan. What, me ther 1 sister! so early risen ?- 
I thought that none buttIio«se wL/\J[ahpur in theyine* 
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^'firdT of philosophy and science so soon forsook their 
[)illovv. We watch the lamp and midnight taper — 
rist‘ before the snri— and in the toilsome task too oft 
neglect the sustenance that nature wisely sends for 
comfort and support. 

"Celinda, Then how can„ you> who are so studious, 
boast a rosy "cheek and a lively heart ? 

Koj/an, Philosophy — my dear sister, philosophy; 
— nor is it in your sex’s power to steal the colour from 
the one, or slacken the fibres of the other. 

Ceiinda. Have a care, brotlier — boast not too bold- 
ly of your freedom. — Our sex’s charms, they say, are 
a sly and treacherous snare— you may yet be entangled 
in the mesh of beauty. 

Koyan. Never, sister, never and were it pos- 
sible, 1 should be a philosopher even in love. — No, 
no; gratitude to my king employs my mind, and 
keeps my thoughts from wandering. 

Mindora. Aye, Koyan, thy lively wit and early- 
blooming wisdom led thee, even in infant years, to 
the notice of that great and powerful prince, whose 
son regards thee as a friend and brother. — With him, 
science aiid^ knowledge, from the same sources, you 
imbibed : — then what transport must thy mother feel, 
when she beholds her boy improved in all those graces 
that adorn a court, and blest with virtues that prove 
him worthy of his royal master’s bounty ? 

Koyan. Obscurity has been no bar to my prefer- 
ment ; for the mighty monarch whom 1 serve, rates 
Tfot the merit of his subjects by their birth ; but with 
a father’s tender care, extends his fostering hand to 
modest worth and unassuming genius. 

Mindora. Nor would your birth, rny son, if known, 
degrfide your monarch’s bounty. Vou are 

Koyan. Madiun 1 

• Mindora. Nay — no matter; — some other time 

Koyan. Now, 1 beseech you, now. — If there is 

aught of mystery you would unpart, I entreat you, 
now declare it : — perhaps this^omeiit is the last the 
mother, sister, son together. 

# ' B 4 
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Celinda. Brother? 

Ko^an,* Nay — ^be patient — and let us hope the 
best. The king this morning meets his mandarins, ir 
council : — it is resolved the prince should travel — 
and 1 am honoured as the companion of his teui 

through Constantinople, Naples, England 

Mindora. England — said’st thou F 
Koi/an. Yes', my mother, there to scan those laws 
which wondering nations silently admire, and envy 
what they cannot emulate. 

Mindora. England I — Can we not attend you thi- 
ther ? 

Koyan. Mother — you might ; — but then my sister — 
Celinda. C), let me — let me go ! 

Koyan^ The prince is young, — susceptible, — a 
yielding heart, — condescending and humble as the 
shepherd boy that feeds hts dock upon the mountain 
side ; — and shall I cast temptation in his way — No, 
no, no; — ^gratitude forbids it, 

Mindora. England! — Oh, my children ! Perhaps 
in that blest land of freedom still lives and breathes 
your gallant father. 

Koyan. i Madam * , 

Celinda, /Mother! 

Mindora, Hear — ^^with patience, hear my story. — 
Your valiant father, born of noble parents, served the 
British king, a captain in his deet, and native of that 
happy island. — One sad eventful night, the boister- 
ous winds and waves parted his vessel from the 
squadron in which he served : — the bursting billow:: 
wreaked their watery vengeance over his defenceless 
ship ; the wretched seamen, exhausted, terrided, and 
faint, no longer able to resist the induence of the 
storm, resigned themselves as victims to despair. 

At length the day-light broke, and to their delighted 
eyes presented the port of Canton^ — their situation 
was perceived-^-^uid by the humanity of brother- 
seamen, their vessel was once more safely towed to 
shore : — their misfortuSe had made them n<any friends 
gfeWiongst whom, my '5i«i|ier .wa/'^then the warmest 
the most essential, . ^ 



9 


^ MtfSIC’S FASCINATION. 

Koyatu Proceed, dear madam, 

Mindora, The captain possessed those manly graces, 
>^hicli captivate without design ; — his distress had 
f(^und an easy passaffe to my heart : and I soon disco- 
v^cd 1 had firmly foved, where I had only meant to 
yiiy. 

Celinda. 'Oh^-mother! — 

Mindonu My father’s consent I knew was vain 
to solicit; and, attended only by one faithful friend — 
the captain’s chaplain joined our hands, according to 
his church’s holy riles : — the imprudent act was soon 
disco vered,-^niy husband, persecuted, obliged to fly ; 
before his ship was fit again to brave the ocean, he 
put to sea, and from that fatal hour he has been lost to 
me ! 

Koyan. And did your father never once relent, or 
wish to recal the object of his vengeance ? 

Mindora. Never, my children, never: — he drove 
me from his home ; and upon a slender annual pit- 
tance, sent me here to this place to conceal, what he 
had harshly called, my shame: — where heaven sent 
you, my children, the oft'spring of your mother’s sad 
imprudence, as the twin-partners of that mother’s 
suflerings. 

Celinda. In love and gratitude we are ever bound 
to you. {Embracing her.) 

Koyan. And duty, mother — while a spark of life 

Mindora. Prove it : — shall we share one fate, and 
rSeek your father? 

Celinda. 0 let me, let me go! 

Koyan^ Impossible! It cannot be! 

Mindora. May she not assume a male attire, and 
m a 4 )age's garb, can follow in the train? 

Celinda, An humble footboy — what you will, — let 
me but share the dangers of my brother. 

Koyan. ,Then be it so— to the earth's utmost verge 
death onlyyshall divide us ! ^ 
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SONG.— Koyan. 

Deep in the fountain of this heating hearty 

Free as the vital streams from thence that flow; ^ 
Dear as my lifcy with which Pd sooner part^ 

Than forget to thee the gratitude 1 owe. 
Unvarying with the varied change^ 

Thro* coast or climate^ as we range ; 

Noy noy noy noy noy mothety wo, ‘ 

Pll ne*er forget the love^ the gratitude I owe. 

Blythe as the rays that cheer the blushing moruy 
PuWd in this hearty dear sister y dost thou move ; 
Blest with each charm that can thy sex adoruy 
Yety sister y O dear sister y beware of love ! 
Unvarying with the varied changcy 
Thro* coast or climate as we range ; 

YeSy yeSy yeSy yeSy Oh I sister y yeSy 
Bewarey beware of love. [Exity 


Mindora. My dear Celinda !— can’st thou share 
thy mother’s ioy ? 

Ceiinda. Yes; — the resistless impulse a^^itates my 
heart, and hurries with extatic pleasure to my eyes i 
Mindora. Ay, Ceiinda ; you feel the pure affection 
of a sist<ar’6 love, yet little know thy anxious mother’s 
fond forebodings. — But come, my child, let us still 
hope the best ; — with true delight the eye of Provi- 
dence beholds the actions of the good and virtuous— 
and when the hour of peril comes, holds forth its sav-^ 
ing arm, and offers up its choicest treasures at the 
shrine of innocence. [ Exeunt y l. h . 


SCENC III.— Exterior of the Emperor of 
China*s Palace. 

Enter Koyan, followed by Chinotang md 
Zr^PHANl. 

o^f>n. Chingtang ! — ty^rjhkjfiiier to the man- 
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iiai-ln Zamti . — \^Exit Chingtang, r.h.J — Do yon, 
Zaphani, aee that the Prince’s wardrobe be com- 
pletely packed; — fly! — lose not an instant. — [_ExiL 
^aphani^ u . h .] — My charge, it’s true, is honourable; 
b^ft yet it’s dJingorous ; — the prince is generous, 
fvarm, volatile, and sensitive ; my sister — ^a woman, 
— young, practised, and witli a heart, I suppose, 
like other females ; my mother’s prudence will dic- 
tate to her what is right from wrong ; but if her eye 
gets dazzled, or her heart inflamed, good night to 
prudence ! 


Enter O’Gallagher^ u.h. 

O'GaL Sir — -your most obedient ! 1 just made 

free 

Koyan. You have indeed, friend. 

O^GaL It’s a way 1 have, sir; all owing to the 
prejudice of education my father was a frcc-man 
— and so was the mother that bore me. 

Koyan. How ! — Your mother a free-man ? 

O'GaL A free-man’s daughter, sir — the devil a bit 
better ; — ajid if she was the mother of a free-man, I 
should have the less reason to complain. 

Koyan, What mean you — are you a slave ? 

O'GaL Not exactly, sir; but what you may call 
cousin-german to one, sir ; — if working hard, — eat- 
ing little, — sleeping less, — with plenty of all sorts of 
hard usage,— far from my own darling country, — 
Cannot make a man a slave — upon my conscience, 1 
can’t well tell you what trade I am. 

Koyan, You endure the sufferings of a slave, let 
your denomination be what it may. 

GiGal, That’s it, sir : — you have it, all at once, 
like a twelve-penny nail upon the head, .wdth the 
diammer of your understanding. — But the devils here 
say it’s all, right — and I can’t bait it out of their 
thick skulk. — They say I ought to work hard, be- 
cause I a stranger ; — ^t!^ I ought not to have 
much Gambles, for fear it.wf^uld make me lazy;— 

» - B 6 
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and that a good bed would spoil my rest, becauscT 
they do not know whether 1 have been brought up to 
sleep upon feathers ! — As for strapado, and all othet 
sorts of pleasant discipline, those they bestow upor 
me by way of compliment, because, they say, raj 
back is broad enough to bear that, or any^ thing else. 

Koyan. Well, sir — and upon what principle am I 
accosted — what’s your business with me ? 

O^GaL Sir, I wish to follow in the Prince’s train 
— and that is the reason that 1 come before you. 

Koyan, In what capacity can’st thou be useful iur 
the Prince’s train ? — none else must follow it. 

O'" Gal. I am not particular: — anything, from a 
mandarin to a trenrher-scourer ; — an ofl&cer, a soldier, 
asriilor, a priest, a cook, or an interpreter. 

K.oyan. An interpreter? — How stand your quali- 
fications — has your education been liberal ? 

Nothing could be more liberal — 1 was 
brought up in a charity-school. 

Koijan. You are of foreign extraction ? 

O^Gal. Yes, sir; extracted from on board an 
English man of war in a storm, about twenty years 
ago ; when I was as tight a cabin-boy as ever cracked 
a potatoc, or danced an Irish jig in a jacket and 
trowsers. 

Koyan. Indeed ! — and now you pant to view once 
more your native country ? 

CP Gal. You may say that: — I’ll travel the whole 
world over with you, and back again — if you only 
let me first end ray days in that sweet spot that gave^ 
me birth. 

Koyan. England? 

0*GaL No, sir, England’s eldest daughter, ould 
Ireland : iio’t quite so well grown as her inothcr— ibut 
with a face so fair — and with a heart so warm ! — oh 
— by the powers, she’ll never shame her parentage ! 

Koym- Well, my friend, you shall once more 
stand a chance to see your native soil. Hoyv are you 
called ? \ .1 

■^*Qal. These Chany call me O-Gal- 

tm. ^ M 
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^ 01 / an. {Entering the name on his tablets.) O- 
1 Gal-hili-hLir. 

O' Gal. Now I’ll interpret that for you, sir; the 
Nnglish of that means in Irish neither more nor less 
^!jan plain O’Gallagher ! 

hioyan. Well — be near at hand — the procession 
now is forming, and you shall along — an humble fol- 
lower in our suite. [^Exit, n.ii. 

(J'Gal. By my conscience, if I get to Ireland in 
this pickle, 1 shan’t want followers either. — How the 
little boys will run and giggle I for the souls never 
saw any thing like me, except on a Chany tea-pot, 
with a long fishing-rod stuck in his fist. Ijct me but 
once more get info the land of nature — full-grown 
shoes, and slender noses — and if ever I languish for 
little feet — penciled eyebrows, and snouts of putty, 
may 1 be married to a Nankeen Beaker, and never 
taste the comforts of an Irish wedding ! 

SONG. — O’Gallagiibji . — {Irish Melody/,) 

[Composed by Mr. RO(.)KE.] 

From Connaught I traveled.^ o^er roads pav^d and 
gravell'd^ 

Through hot climes and cold, as it froze and it 
thaw'd; 

Bat still where I went, sirs, I ne'er fqund content, 
sirs, 

^or e'er felt at home while I wander'd abroad. 

In crossing the ocean, so rough was its motion, 

So sea-sick I got as the billows did foam, 

. I could not help thinking I'd better been drinking. 

To get half seas over in Ireland at home, 

Och that is the island. Saint Paddy's and my land, 

- fVhere living or dead we ne'er utter complaints ; 
For still to be frisky, love.^ fight, and drink whiskey. 
The devilia spot like the Island of Saints. 

When niture first made it, ^ green she array'd it. 
And spangled its cMh young shamrocks all 
* o'er ; 
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And when she had dressed Saint Patrick sdb'fT 
blessed it^ 

And banished the toads and the snakes from its 
shore, ^ 

While danc'd off theviperSy our bards and our pipers.^ 
To honour his triumph struck up his own air ; 

And sincBy in our revels they banish blue ^devils. 

From wedding and christening y from patron and 
fair, 

Och! that is the islandy S^^c, 

Andtherewe have creatureSy whose beautiful features 
Dame Nature herself in her bright colours paints ; 
Who banish all evils y and dear little devils y' 

Can make saints of sinners^ or sinners of saints. 

No country can hate us for potheen and pratiesy 
For truthy valour y beauty y love, frolicy and mirth ; 

If strangersy there halt ycy and cead mille as falthcy 
Will follow you over the favourite earth, 

Och I that is the islandy ^c, 8^c, 

Abroad while you wander y like wild goose or gander y 
Och! Mr^ O' Gallagher y gloomy or gayy • 

Your country your boast bey old Ireland^' your 
toast bcy 

The sweet land you live in wherever you stray / 

If ever when ‘‘ undone*^ I settle m Londony 
To shew wha^regardfor my birth-place Pve goty . 

In St. Giles's some gay day Til wed a fine ladyy 
And two Irish natiws will have on the spot I ^ 

Och / Erin's the islandy ^c, ^c. 

{Exity R.u. 

SCENE IV ". — The Hall of Presence in the Empfiror 
of China^s Paltxce, 

The Emperor ihcovered seated on his throne in 
.$fi€ !^ntre : — The Prince at his Right Hand— 
piN, Mandar^y\Guards^ Attendant^ bearing 
^^rns^ Banntrs, ( fegk 
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Grand Chorus. 

[Original Chiaiise melody of great antiquity.] 


• Tune the vocal festive lay : 

]^ud "praises chaunt to greet your king ! 

To him the grateful tribute pay ; 

From him your choicest blessings spring / 

•' -Chief Mandarin. {Addressing the Emperor.) Sole 
governor of the eat'th ! great mther of thy people ! 
at thy supreme decree this council is convened, and 
to thy sacred pleasure we devote our lives and ser- 
vices. 

Emperor. Vour zeal, most wise and potent man- 
darins, hath still kept pace with our decisions. If 
what wc would now request, meet not the sanction 
of your superior wisdom, the fair objection freely 
urge; and however near ray heart the ardent wish 
may lie, yet it proceeds not against my subjects’ will ; 
for, dear as the light that glads these aged eyes, is the 
blest object of my people’s love. 

Chief Mandarin. Thy word is law — thy appro- 
bation the great reward of all our toils. 

Emperor. If I have done my duty, fulfilled ray 
sacred trust, and made my subjects happy, a con- 
scious heart is here sufficient recompense; That I 
might leave a successor, not unworthy of his father, 
Inder whose mild sway wisdom should prompt, and 
■justice execute, — my son, youi' prince, with your 
concurrence, I design for travel ; to enlarge his 
mind, and glean from other states, such knowledge 
of their laws and customs, as might give strength 
and vigour to our constitution, and decision to our 
‘acts, and prune the excrescent branches of our legis- 
lature: convinced! that he is still the wisest prince 
who make/ his people happiesL 
Prince! {With warmth.) yt n^y entreaties aid my 
royal* fidner’s suit let irifwehold how enlightened 
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sovereigns reign o’er polished subjects: — I’ll sliTv^ 
to euiuiatc the virtue that they boast, and prove, like 
envied Britain to a wondering world, those laws are 
best that are the best administered. 

Chief Mandarin, Prince, your suit is grantedl- 
and may that power divuic that rules o’er virtuous 
princes, direct thy actions, and preserve lliy person ! 

Emperor. Thanks, rny generous people :—Kbyan, 
the sacred charge be thine: — be still, as thou wert 
hitherto, his companion, friend, his guide, and moni- 
tor : — do you point out to him the paths of virtue an J 
of honour ; his own honest heart, I trust, will urge 
him to pursue them. 

Prince. Fear me not, my king, my fitUer ! 

Emperor. Hence then, my son, and remember the 
raaj(‘sty that doth uphold thy king, and the pat(Trial 
tenderness 1 bear thee as a son, are centred both in 
thy deservings. 


Grand Chorus. 

So from the fountain^ s head that purely fiows^ 
Spread the fertilizing streams that cheeit the vale ; 

And as the moisten d fiovo ret sweetly blows^ 

Tf e the parent virtues in the scyon hail ! 

So^ in the pious prince we trace the patriot Jire^ 

And glory in the son that emulates the sire. 

{^Exeunt Koyan^ preceded hj/ two banners and 
six Mandarins^ and followed bj/ two page^ 
and guards^ in procession, l.h. — The scene' 
closes on the Emperor and mandarins. 


END OE ACT I. 
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TURKEY. 


ACT II. 

SCENE I. — A Panorama View o f (he City of Con- 
stantinoplcj the Bosphorus^ 8fc. 

Enter an Ac a and a Guard of Janizaries through 
Gate, li.H.u.E. and range, r.ii. — A Turkish Band 
of Music performing a military Piece, in the Or- 
chestra, 

Aga, Attention ! — Gentlemen Janizaries ! — Chief 
guardians of our empire! — Constantinople’s great 
defenders ! — Boast you not superior privileges amongst 
the sons of Mahomet ? 

1st Jan. VVe do, great Aga. 

Aga, And whence proceed the distinctions you 
en joy ; from your superior strength, or your superior 
virtue ? , 

1st Aan. From our superior strength: w^e are 
Turkish soldiers, and never boast of virtue. Most 
noble Aga, why are we assembled here ? 

Aga. To receive the Prince of China, whose barks 
naw ride triumphant in our bay, and give him special 
convoy to the vizier. — Let the minstrels sound the 
uprightly note, and give him welcome in Turkish 
melody. 

,The Prince and Suite are seen on the Water, in 
sj^lendid Barges of Chinese Description; Ce- 
LiNDA, in Male Attire, as the Prince's Page. 

Grand Cuorus, 

Accompaoied by Turki|jb instrimients. 

•JLoAd let the cymhah^j^ngour clash ! 

(strike, strike amain the double drum ! 
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Strong let the instrumental crash 

Announce — the Prince of China come / 

That earthy and air^ and seas may know 

The royal guest that here doth dwell I ; 

In strong melodious strain the chorus raise. 

And hail the sir anger •prince in eastern lays ! • 

(During the chorus, the Prince^ O'* Gallagher, 
two pages, Celinda, and Jour attendants, land 
from their barges — they range themselves, l.h. 

Aga* (Pompously, addressing the Prince,) Most 
mighty shadow of the sun — brother of the moon — 
supreme regent of thy father’s great magnificence — 

0*GaL (Stepping forward,*) Stop! don’t say 
too much at onoe’t, or you’ll bother me out of my 
seven senses — I am the interpreter if you please. 
-^( To the Prince,) — This Turkey here, please your 
Prince’s Holiness, by talking of the sun and moon, 
only wishes to inform you that he knows you arc 
come of a high family. Well, that’s over now ; he 
knows that. — Go on. 

Aga. Most potent prince ! I wait to coi?duct your 
highness to our grand vizier; from whence 1, chief 
Aga of the Janizaries, will usher you into the pre- 
sence of the Sublime Porte. 

O^Gal, That’s fair enough. He says the peo- 
ple here are very apt to take an ague in January, 
if they are not wise enough to take a glass of super- 
fine port. 

Koyan, Silence ! 

O'* Gal, O, I’m muzzled. (Retires up the stage,) 

Prince, Most profoundly do I thank your vizier’s . 
care. Unskilled in manners such as adorn the yiore 
enlightened courts, I humbly trust the Sultan will 
impute to me no want of reverence or respect, if 1 
appro||Ch him witb^t those wopted ceremonies which 
I — fj^-|ntry’s customs dictate. In ray father’s court 
py hath banish^J form; his mandarins hang 
)im like bis chUdK^jj^dependent bran^l^es -from 
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one genial stalk.— Koyan, you appear to lack your 
' wonted spirits : — all here is new, and seems to pro- 
Wnisc in/ifiUe delight; my heart expands at every va- 
rying scene, approves the past, and longs for that 
to come. 

Koi/an. And mine, most gracious prince, must 
ever tjance in unison with your’s. 

Prince* My little merry page seems thoughtful 
too. Come ! I’ll have no serious fices in my train ! 

Celinda* Sweet prince, 1 would be cheerful if I 
■ could. 

Prince, No, young sly one — you have left behind 
some favoured lair, whose memory lay dormant in 
the heart till strains of melody revived it. 

Celinda* No, no, my lord — I ne’er shall sigh for 
any fair one’s love. 

Aga* Great orb of China — shall I now lead on ? 
The impatient vizier by this time expects you. 

Prince* We attend him. 

\March*— Exeunt through gatesy l.ii.u.k. 

SCENE II. — A Grand Turkish Apartment* 

t 

Enter Morad, meeting Safie, r.h. 

Morad* So, so ! Madam Salic ! you are dressed out, 
I perceive ; — you expect to make a conquast, I sup- 
pose ; — now have you the vanity to imagine you can 
captivate the Prince of China ? 

' Safie* I captivate ! — What I ! — A slave ? — ridicu- 
lous ! 

Morad* Aye — ^ridiculous indeed ; when your hand 
•may be disposed of as well as you can reasonably ex- 
pecU by marrying me we shall be the happiest 
couple ! 

So/Zc, Couple! — shouldn’t have thought of that — 
couple indeed! — no, no, ray good man ; when I marry, 

1 shall look a little’ higher tha^i the vizier’s porter, t* 
promise vou ; so good Mr. i.txtortioner, keep youf 
perquisbfes and your preten«^'iiis lor some creature that 
#nay move in your own sphere. 
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AIR.— Safie. 

Dear wedlock* s joi/s to taste, 

I am not in such haste. 

To such as you, dear sir, to he hind ; 

For ere the knot is ty*d. 

And I become a bride. 

Oh I ril chuse a sweet lad to my mind : — 
fFith rapture then each hour weHl tell. 

While dong, ding, ding, dong goes the helL 

With spirit, wit, and grace. 

Good humour in his face. 

To my faults must he ever be blind ; 

No tempers to perplex. 

Nor jealous fears to vex, 

Oh ! such is the lad to my mind I 

With rapture then each hour we* U tell. 

While dong, ding, ding, dong goes the bell, 

[_Exit, II. II. 

SCENE l\\.— Turkish Chamber. 

TAc Prince, Vizier, Parazade, and others, 
the Prince’s train, Celinda, 4*c. Sfc. discovered. 
The throne, r.u.s.k. — A dance is performed , — 
After the dance, the Vizier and Prince come f dr- 
ward, ^ 

Vizier, Right welcome, noble sir, to such poor 
pleasure as this mansion yields ; a sublimer joy awaits 
you ; — to our mighty sultan your name already is an- * 
nouncx'd, and in some few days hence thy dazzled eye 
shall meet his presence. 

Prince, Does your court afford superior luxury to 
that now my astonished senses strikes ? — In 

these ^dailies you possess the jpromisea joy that 

predicted aiW death — and may^ despise 
prophet’s paradise.^'W ^ 

^ JVizier, (To one of the Ladies,) Fair Parazade ! — 



MUSIC’S FASCINATION. 21 

Ciiaunt to the youthful prince the enlivening^ strains 
that oft my weary spirits cheer. — Sing ! 

Para, Mighty vizier — obedient to your nod, I live 
but to oblige you. 

AIR. — Parazade. 

Gentle air your balmy zephyrs send, 

Whose thrilling breath shMwakc the sleeping lyre; 
And to my voice the tuneful impulse lend^ 

That suDeetens love and softens fond desire! 

Allegro. 

Bright as the drient beam that "^lumes our sky, 

Sweet as the odour from the flowWy green ; 

Each Turkish lass, with soul-bewitching eye. 

Merrily strike the sprightly tambourine ! 
Gracefully, 

Merrily, 

Strike the sprightly tambourine ! 

(Durf/ig the song the Prince appears quite ena- 
moured with Parazade, and Celinda betrays 
apparent symptoms of jealous inquietude,) 

Prince, Page ! — come hither ; — didst thou e’er 
l>ehold a" form so fasciiia^ig- — a creature of more en- 
chanting grace ? lias she iiof charms to move an an- 
chorite to love ? 

Celinda. (Looking on Parazade, and regarding 
her very coldly, )~\ cannot see them ; — 1 am no an- 
chorite, yet she moves not me. 

Prince. Ay ; — thy heart’s bespoke — thou’rt shield- 
ed by another beauty. 

Celinda, No, on my life ! I never yet loved female, 
bnt my mother ; — and now I look again, methinks of 
all the sex 1 ever saw, this one^di^leases me the most* 
Prince, Young stoic! — V cj, 1 suppose, are of my 
wise preceptor’s school ; — pbiiosophy has frozien you, “ 
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Celinda. (Strongly and without reserve.) I a-in. 
indeed, my lord, his pupil ! — (Checking herself.)-- 
Ila ! what have I said ! 

Prince. Ha ! What ! — Speak again ! — let me licai 
that voice, and look upon that face ! 

Enter Slave, l.ii. he whispers Vizier, 

Celinda. (Holding down her head.) I mean, mj 
lord, tliat I am a convert to his precijpts, and praise 
the wisdom that teaches to subdue inordinate desire oi 
guilty passion. (With hesitation and great modesty.] 

Prince. (Pausing and looking on her.) From 
whatever stock this youth has sprung, he bears a mind 
superior to his state ; — inethotrght when once he spoke 

*his voice resembled no matter ; — a foolish fancy 

came across my mind — {To himself.)-^\i cannot be : 
— impossible I 

Vizier. The banquet waits, most mighty prince : 
where all the beauties of our tlaram assemble to greet 
thy royal presence. 

Prince. Lead on, great vizier — cheerfully I follow 
[^Exeunt Vizier^ followed by his Altendonls., Ss'c. L.ii. 

(Parazade remains — the Princess train wailing 
for him to go before — he directs them to pass 
on without him — Celinda stays behind and 
takes the train of the Prince s robe ; — the 
Prince takes Parazade^ s hand^ and prevents 
h er from f Mowing. ) 

Prince. Page ! w 

Celinda. My lord.v 

{Coming from behind him in much agitation.) 

Prince. Wait without; and should approaching 
footsteps bend this w ay, hither haste and give me no- 
tice. 

Celinda. (Bows^ aside and going.) Then farewell 
to i^eace ! That bewitching inndel rivets his chains, 
and I am lost for even^^ ^Exit^ r.h. 

^ Prince. Say, beaut<^ous stranger, are you the Vi- 
zier’s wifij — is he so blei;;^to call you his ? ) 
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Para, Not yet, my lord, it may be hereafter. 

,-Pr/wce. Is it an honour that you languish , for ? 

Para. No, my lord — if it were otherwise I could 
survive the loss 5 but 1 am a Christian slave, and must 
submit. 

Prince Is that your Turkish law ? 

Para, Turkish indeed, my lord ; — a law that Chws- 
tiaii nations scorn. 

Prince. All nations should scorn slavery, and abhor 
its doctrines. 

Para. My person may be his; — my heart can 
never own him for its master. 

Prince. Your heart is free then ? 

Para. 1^' ree as the air that sheds its perfume o’er 
the land of liberty. 

Pt ince. Transporting charmer ! Were I the em- 
peror of the earth’s vast globe, I’d make thee 

Para. Queen of ail your territory — 

Prince. Ay, by heaven — queen of — hold, hold I 
No, no, no ! — a prior passion rests upon this heart; — 
and }et 1 swear 1 love, and would make thee — 

Para. What, iny lord ? 

Pi ince. Happy — if 1 could. 

Para. What ! share one heart between two greedy 
fair ones ? — No, no, my lord; the whole, or none, for 
me. 

Prince. Ay, there’s the rub. — {Aside.) — But she 
that claims the other half is distant far, beyond the 

seal^ — 


Enter Celinda, hastily ^ R.ii. 

Celinda. Close at your elbow — the vizier waits 
your coming. ( Urging hun to retire.) 

Prince. {Not noticing Celinda.) Say, might I 
gently glide into your chamber — and from those sera- 
phic lips hear those lessons ? • 

Celinda. \Still more importunate.) The vizier has 
heard every word you have bi^i -n saying. 

Para. ( 2i> the Prince.) No, no, my lord, it cannot 
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be: — in the Haram I reside, encircled by numbers 

fairer far than me. 

Celinda, {Quick and agitated.) Ay, with ten tliour 
sand times her beauty ; haste to the banquet, and be 
yourself the jud^e. 

Prince, impatient boy ! 

Belinda. Imprudent Prince ! — The vizier is at hand. 

Para. Be advised, my lord — you know not where 
you are; your life, perhaps, might be the forfeit of 
your indiscretion. 

Celinda. Yes, my lord, your life, perhaps, may be 
the forfeit. 

Prince. Life ! — What is life without the sweets of 
love I Come, lead forward, beauteous sorceress. — 
[Exit Parazade^ l.h.J — A few days since 1 was a 
j)ririce, the pupil of simplicity — but now nature casts 
the tempter woman in my way, and the barrier, pru- 
dence, bears but a weak resistance against the invin- 
cible attacks of youth and love. [Exit L.ii. 

Celinda. Oh ! Thank heaven, 1 have hurried him 
from the contemplation of her single charms, to whore 
a crow'd of beauties shall meet his eyes, and his mu- 
table fancy know not where to fix. JVIy poor tnimbling 
heart, so anxious for his safety, starts at every passing 
wind that might assail him ; encouraging a hopeless 
flame, and fostering torments that must feed upon my 
life. 

AIR. — Cei^inda. 

Tell me^ my hearty why morning prime 
Looks like the fading eve ? 

Why the gay lark^s celestial chime 
But tells the soul to grieve ? 

The heaving bosom seems to say — 

OA, hapless maidl your love\s away. 

Tell me, my hearty why summer'* s glow 
A wintry day beguiles ? 

Why Florals beauties seem to bloWy ' 

And fading natptre smiles ? 

Some Zephyr whispers in my ear — 

Ah^ happy maidl your love is near. l.h. 
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SCENE IV. — Another Apartment in the Palace. 

Enter Koyan, ii.n. 

Koyan, Well, so far we have travelled, and I hope 
to our improvenient — but of all I have seen to wonder 
at, to aidmire, to praise, to love, — the women surpass 
all far, far beyond description. 

SONG% — Koyan. . 

t wonder why by foul moutWd man^ 

Woman should slander'" d be^ 

Since it so easy doth appear y 
They^re better far than we ? 

Why are the Graces eoWy one, 

Pidur^d as zwmen be ? 

If naught to shorn that they in grace. 

Do more excel than we. 

Why are the Virtues eoery one, 

Pictuf"d as women be ? 

If not to show that they in them. 

Do more excel than we t 
Since women are so full of worth. 

Let them praised he — 

For commendations they deserve, 

In much more ways than we. l.ii. 

Enter O’Gallagher and Mokad, r.h. 

• 0"GaL Oh, let him alone; — there is not a Turk 
in your whole seragly that knows how to treat a wo- 
man more like a Christian than he does ; and 1 am 
Hs Interpreter that says so. 

Morad, Yoy ! — what, you his Interpreter ? — A Mas- 
ter of Languages, 1 suppose. — Where have you stu- 
jclied ? 

I O^GaL I began my laming at the college of Mul- 
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linavat ; and never cried stop, ’till I begged my wa^ 
into a university, called a charity-school, at Balyporceii, 
where I swallowed laming by ladles full, ’till Father 
O Shannanghaun was tired of feeding me with it ; — 
so when I had got quite a belly-lull, he gave me live 
pounds, and thanked me for taking it ; and sent me 
genteely about my business. 

. Morad. Well — and where did you finish your 
studies ? 

0*GaL In an English seminary called a man-of- 
war! where I cou’dn’t larn much, d’ye see; for, 
being an Irishman, I was born brave : courage was 
quite natural to me ; and as what they call valour 
and intrepidity was their system and their practice, I 
took to it all at once, as cordially as 1 took to rum- 
grog and tobacco. 

Morad, Aye — but to what purpose is their valour 
employed ? How will that instruct the world ? 

O^GaL How will it instruct ! — I’ll tell you how. 
When they have a saucy, overbearing, froward enemy 
to deal with, that won’t take their honest lessons 
quietly, they make bould to chastise him ; and their 
valour is employed to thrash the commogn enemy ol‘ 
mankind, and drub usurping tyrants, wherever they 
find them, all the world over-— from Constantinople to 
Carrickmacross ! 

Morad. Oh, I understand you now. 

O'^GaL I believe you do; but if you don’t, I. can 
soon make you ; for, as we say in Ireland, — nod is 
as good as a wink for a blind horse. 

Enter Selim, l.h. 

Selim. Morad, the Vizier demands your presence 
instantly. The Prince of China retired from the ban- 
quet on the departure of the ladies, and ’lis feared he 
has profaned the harara by his presence. -^Guards are 
despatched in search of him ; and all is noise, confu- 
sion, and perplexity. 

Morad. The devil it is! — {Crosses to l.h.*)— I’ ii 
make one of them presently, [Exit L.q. 
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W^GaL (Enjoyins the idea,) Ha, ha, ha! O, by 
the powers, I knew it ! — He’s in the thick ot them, I’ll 
bt? bound i'or it — ha, ha, ha ! Black eyes, rosy cheeks, 
charcoal hair, lips of coral ! — and he but onc-and- 

twenty ! — Oujh, by the Flesh and blood can’t 

!)ear it ! — I’ll be after him myself — who knows but I 
may be able to give him a little assistance. 

Sc/ini. ( Drao^ing his sahre^ and preventing O' Gal.) 
Stir not ! — or your life must answer it. 

O' Gal. I’ll tell you what, ould whisker-mug — just 
• lend me a sword, and I’ll cut off your head before you 
can turn your quid of opium in your jaw ; or lend me 
the scabbard, and I’ll horsewhip you with it, while 
there’s a bit of Turk’s flesh upon your ugly bones. 
Selim, Christian ! you shall repent this outrage. 

[JEiT/t, L.H. 

O' Gal. {Snapping his fingers.) That for you, ould 
Catamaran ! — I’ll go and talk to your masterr the Vi- 
zier himself; — I’ll tell ould muffin-head the whole 
truth. 'I’he young prince, I know, has got into the 
seragly, for he’s as frolicsome and as fond of the girls 
as if he was born at Drumcondra. If the ould Ma- 
hometan had a drop of Christian blood in his veins, 
he cou’dn’t be such a Turk as to think to keep all the 
sowls to himself, when there was a couple of young 
, gentlemen, like me and the Prince, in a strange coun- 
try, without wives or sweethearts. — Ogh, upon my 
conscience, it is a most barbarous monopoly. — I must 
follpw him ; for if a swarm of these female Turkics 
should gather about him, they may bother the poor 
young creature. Oh, by the powers, I’ll be after him 
directly. \_Exit^ t..h. 

ji^ SCENE V . — An inner Court-yard of the Palace^ 
a Tower or Prison. — Ramparts^ Sally-port^ Sfc. 

^ in the centre. — Flourish of Trumpets. 

Enter the Vizier, the Princ^, Mo rad, Guards^ 
Sfc. R.H. — Celinda behind^ observing them^ r.h. 

Vizier. Young Prince, thou hast violated the 
u c 2 
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strictest law our holy Prophet hath enjoined — pro- 
faned the sacred harain by thy presence ; therefore 
thy person 1 detain, until our mighty Sultan shall de*- 
cree the punishment that must await thy crime. 

Prince. The crime is your’s, be your’s the punish- 
ment. If you will immure beauty, born to enamour 
and to solace mankind, may the pangs of jealousy be 
your eternal portion ! 

Vizier. Open the prison gates, and instantly com- 
mit him ; nor shall his rank protect him from the 
rigour of our laws. 

Prince. Laws ! do not profane the sacred term. — 
Law is the mighty bulwark of a nation’s happiness, 
founded by reason and administered by justice ; it 
holds an equal and an even balance ; the peer and 
beggar share alike its equanimity ; and that dispensing 
power, on whose bright finger rests the beam, ne’er 
lets the scale preponderate, unless when Mercy sheds 
the balmy dew that weighs it down. ( Crosses to l.ii.) 

Vizier. I am resolved : — Soldiers, do your duty. 

{They open the prison doors.) 

Prince. (live freedom to my train ; let them de- 
part, and I alone will abide the issue of this rank 
indignity. 

Vizier. No more, but instant close the gates,— 
{Prince goes mto the prison.) — Morad, to your care 
the prisoner I consign, until the Sultan’s sentence fix 
his fate, for liber^ or death. 

\^Exit Vizier, Guards, Sfc. 

{Flourish of trumpets. -^Mor ad having bolted 
the prison door, retires r.u. lettoinga Sentinel.) 

Celinda. (Advances in great agitation.) O, lost 
Celinda! each busy thought comes rushing on my 
heart, and every anxious fear my mind presages^ falls 
like the hand of death, clay-cold, upon my burning 
forehead. The prison gates are closed upon him : 
his royal person immured in some dark dungeon, 
where a silent and st treacherous death may soon 
await him ! — The trembling drops hang on my aching 
brow, and my slackening sinews feebly support this 
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tottering frame ! I dare not hope, yet must not court 
despair ! — If I can attract the soldiers hence, 1 may 
unbar the prison doors, and save my prince. 

{JRetireSy r . h .) 

SentineL The night is soft and calm ; yet a more 
than usual stillness awfully affects it. I have heard, 
too, distant i^oices, that seemed to warble in the air a 
kind of pleasing melancholy. — {Harp beMnd,) — Ma- 
homet preserve me ! Spirits of night they say do some- 
times haunt the guilty, and 1 do not look upon riiy office 
at this moment to be the most harmless — to take care 
that an innocent man endures his bondage is one of 
those services that an honest soldier might dispense 
with. But I must do niy duty. 

{Music again — he star’s and listens. — Celinda 
is seen on the ramparts — she sings as she de- 
scends . ) 


DITTY. 


Hear me ^ soldier! hear me! 
Just on that fatal ground^ 

JMiy hero dead was founds 
Pity, soldier! pity! 

Dee]} in his faithful heart. 

An Arab jix^d his dart ; 

And I, his trembling bride. 
Beheld the wound and died! 
Pity, soldier! pity! 

He lov'd me like his life. 

And calVd upon his wife ^ — 
Pity, soldier! pity! 

As from his reeking wound, 
I'^he blood bedewed the ground: 
And now my wandering ghost. 
Doth seek him at his post! 
Pity, soldier! pity! 
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{During the dillj/, the Sentinel listens^ first with 
foced atlentiony then seems terrified and almost 
rooted to the spot — then resuining courage^ 
follows the sound. Celindn leads him off at 
the top of the stage bt/ the sallt/^port ; she 
then re-enters ^ ii.H. b?y the ramparts^ and un^ 
bars the prison door.) 

Celinda. My prince! my master I now or never ! 
Prince. {Hushing forth and catching lur in hh 
arms.) My deliverer ! 

Celinda. Your life hangs or a thread. 

Prince. Come, let us haste from this detested 
land, and learn to scorn, not profit, by the example 
of its laws, — ^The free-born soul shrinks back witli 
horror at despotic power, loathes the uu natural sys- 
tem, and pants with patriot ardour to regain its na- 
tive liberty. [^Exeunt hastiljy^ l.h 

Enter Morad and two Guardsy u,h. Morad dis- 
cornering the Prison Door open^ sends off G uards. 
11 . n . — Alarm Bell. 

Purkish March heard . — Enter Selim and Turkisl 
Soldiers y u.ii. 

Chorus. 

Pled from his dungeon dark and closcy 
IVe his haunt shall soon discover ; 

Nor shall the anirous prince repose^ 

We'^ll secure the ^venfrous lover ! 

{The Sentinel is brought on by soldiers fi'om th 
ramparts; he appears under the impressio) 
of excessize terror and affright ^ r.h.) 

Sent. Hercy by our Prophet y on this spoty 
By magic sprites Pve been affrighted 
Sold. The bow-string sure will he thy loty 
And thus thy perfidy requited. 



MUSIC’S FASCINATION. 31 

Sent. Hear me / 

Sold. Noy no ! No, no f 

To the Vizier you must go ! 

{Two guards hurry the ScMinel into a dungeon on 
L..11. — Guards turn off on each sidcy march up 
the stage^ and exeunt ^ r.ii.) 

KND OF ACT II. 


ITALY. 


ACT 111. 

SCENE I . — Splendid ^arlment in the House of the 

Duke Posilipo. — A Table with Music and Insti'u^ 

ments^ Tambourine^ Lute^ Sfc. 

* 

jEw/er Celinda ami Koyan, l..iu 

Celinda.. Say, am 1 not a prophet? Where is your 
boasted resolution now ? Is philosophy a shield against 
the shafts of Cupid ? 

*Koyan. I own my error : spare your reproaches, 
dearest sister. 

Celinda. That a few short hours on Italy’s fair soil 
should cause this metamorphose ! The seeds of love 
• were dormant in your heart ; the marchioness’ bright 
cyes.have brought them forth to bloom and flourish. 

Koyan. And then to wither, droop, and die. 

Celinda. Nay, don’t despair ; she is a widow, bro- 
ther, and if 1 mistake not, the sullen duke to whom 
she is betrothed, is not so firmly seated in her heart 
ns his pride and vanity suggest. 

Koyan. And yet she smiles complacent on him. 

. c 4 
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Celinda. Yes ; and then her wandering eyes assail 
the prince, and pierce your philosophic heart at each 
returning glance. 

Koyan, Is woman then so mutable a creature? 
Arc the minds of all your sex so much divided ? 

Celinda. Ah, no! — ^Therc are constant fools who 
doat on one dear object, ’till the hopeless flame con- 
sumes their hearts ; but you should think of nobler 
things than love ; let friendship charm your thoughts ; 
friendship includes all that is disinterested, good, and 
noble. 

Koyan, And I am not insensible to its merits and 
its charms. 


DUO.— Ko VAN and Celinda. 


[Written and arranged by Mr. PARRY.} 

wreath of sweet roses and myrtle entwincy 
To place on the temples of Friendship divine. 

In strains of past ages, our voices we^ll raiscy 
For Friendship demands our devotion and praise. 

Then twincy oh ! twincy S^c, S^c, 

SheUl smooth the brow of care. 

And soften sad despair y 
• The drooping spirit kindly cheer; 

SheUl make the wretched blesty 
Relieve the heart distresty 
And banish every doubt and fear. 

Then twincy oh / twinCy Sfc, S^c, 


Enter the Duke., the Prince, the Marchioness, 
and two Pages, l.h. 


Duke, Such are the poor delights our nation can 
bestow, and those we gladly offer at your gracious 
feet. 

^rince. Enchanting harmony ! — too much for sense 
jar. I know not which to prize, nor what de- 
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mands my warmest approbation ; — the strains seraphic 
that have charmed my cars, or the bounteous friend- 
ship 1 have received from yonr kind hands. 

( To the Duke ) 

March. {Aside.) What a bewitching fellow ! 

Prince. //le What sonl 

— what animation in those eyes ! 

March. Lnd a’mercy ! he is not a bit like the Chi- 
nese figures that adorn oiir chimney-pieces ; but he, 
I dare say, is like a modern model of his country’s 
porcelain, useful as well as ornamental. {Aside,) 

Duke. Italy, your highness knows, has been long 
esteemed the nurse of science, the mother of the arts ; 
here a general taste for harmony prevails, and all are 
amateurs, at least in music. 

March, Music, my lord, is the Italians’ barometer, 
and shews their tempers in all sorts of weather : 
touch but the string, look in the lace, and there you 
have it as the air affects them — foul, fair, changeable, 
temperate— hail, rain, and sunshine all together — ha, 
ha, ha 1 

Prince, Then in Italy, music is the soul, and the 
countenance the dial that signifies its working. 

March. Just so, my lord; and communicates its 
opt'rations to all who come within the vortex of its 
sound. 

Prince, Does not a superior irnptilse sometimes 
preponderate ? 

JMarch, You mean love, my lord. Oh, no, not in 
Italy. Ill England, music is subordinate to the ten- 
der passion ; for there the unfettered rogue takes liis 
free range, and adds the blessings of liberty to the 
•sVveets of love ! 

Prince. Envied nation, how I long to visit thee ! 
For there, His said, the tree of freedom spreads its um- 
brageous branches, sheltered and sheltering beneath, 
between a .British sky and earth, fixed firm, and 
rooted as her native oak. , 

March. Would 1 were there I 

Duke. Madam 1 

. c 5 
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March. ’Tis but the truth, your grace. Your 
power may detain my person here, my thoughts will 
wander to a happier soil. 

Duke. (Aside,) Tormenting woman ! 

Prince, Then the joys of Italy have ceased to 
charm you ? 

March, No, not so, my lord ; Italy "is charming 
in itself, but still not England; Italy is the painter’s 
school, yet I am content with simple native artists, 
who draw from nature and colour with its tints ; Ita- 
lijin w^omen captivate with graceful motion, but Uritish 
w omen with the grace of modesty. 

Prince, Charming, enchanting vivacity! 

March, To you, my lord, the joys of Italy may 
give a pure unrni d delight. 

Prince, 1 live not for myself alone; or, if I did 

March, The gentler arts would bear the palm ? 

Prince, No, ladv, no : — ^though much 1 am en- 
amoured of their cfiarms, my first grand study is to 
make my people happy. 

March. That once achieved, the softer sciences 
shall reign triumphant? 

Prince. Not so i music, at intervals, .may melio- 
rate the cares of state; but cannot wipe the tear of 
sorrow from a suffering subject’s eyes, or case the 
anguish of one poor bankrupt’s heart. 

March. Nay, my lord, it is the Italian remedy for 
all human ills. They have a gamut for the passions — 
a musical scale — from the soft languor of delicate af- 
fection, to the conflicting rage of maddening jealousy. 

Prince. Happy people ! that regulate even their 
passions by the rules of art ! 

March, Fact, upon my honour: listen, and be colr- 
vinced ; for thus runs the national strain of Vepetian 
melody. 

ARl ETTE — March ion ess. — ( Vmetion , ) 

^ '^m^namerato d’lme Brunettina^ 

Xo dora assassinay ehHl core w’o’ rubaf 
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O, dearly doat 1 07i 7ny szejeet little brown maid^ 

Who my heart has stole and my vows betrayed ; 

O me, che more, per amor! 

IXun T, d'un 7, d*un A, d\m A/, e d'un Of 

O, me! Idie^ Oyes, for love! — Yes^ love of thee 
An an an a and an E! 

'{During the song^ the Prince appears delighted 
hi/ the arch and volatile manners of the Mar- 
chioncss — Celinda views them both with an 
anxious and jealous solicitude . ) 

Duke. The Marchioness is playful, i»’Ood my lord ; 
and, perhaps, outsteps the limits of that respect we 
owe your highness’ presence. 

Prince. (), ’tis fascination — ’tis enchantment all ! 
and you, sir, you will be the most envied of the hu- 
man kind when you shall call that lively, creature 
your’s. 

Duke. My lord ! 

Prince. The monarchs of the earth lay their scep- 
tres at the feet of beauty. The Trojans held a ten 
years’ siege for Helen’s charms, and did I poss('ss ten 
thousand diadems, 1 could exchange them all for such 
a treasure! 

Duke. {Aside, and bitterly.) Death! Jealousy! 
Damnation ! 


Enter Toledo, l.h. 

Toledo. The carriages are ready, good my lord, 
and the guard attends to give you safe conduct to 
.your country scat, where ail is now prepared for the 
reception of his highness. 

Duke. I’ll come, — \^Exit Toledo, L.ii.] — We’ll 
wait your highness’ leisure. I crave your pardon, 
sir, but 1 leave your grace in company much more 
honoured by your highness’ notice than I can dare 
presume to ^ast. ^ 

{Significantly eyeing the Marchioness.) 

Q 6 
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March. {A side ^ and perceiving him.) Lud a’mer-* 
cy ! here will be a piece of work I 

Prince. (With great candour.) My best regards 
are your’s, my grateful thanks too for your princely 
hospilalily. 

jJuke. My lord, I — I feel — ^ihat — I am your 
grace’s Damnation ! I shall burst ! 

(A side f and exit, l.h. greatly agitated. ) 

March. (Aside.) Jealous! stark, staring jealous, 
by iriy honour ! Pray, my lord, is suspicion a weed of 
Chinese growth ? 

Prince. We know it, madam, but by name. In 
I'm-key the seeds of jealousy seem strongly planted. 

March. But Italy is its hot-bed, for here it blooms 
and Nourishes ; its fruU, assassins, shame, and death. 

Prince. W hy not weed it thence ? 

March. Impossible ; it overruns the soil, and we, 
poor women, arc sjiid to implant and nourish it ; but 
Mc’ll dismiss the ungrateful subject. The duke now 
waits upon your highness’ pleasure — longer delay on 
your part might perhaps increase his transports. 

Prince. 1 go ; but will not your presence grace the 
social parly of the duke ? 

March. By my husband’s will, my lord, 1 am the 
creature of his care. 

Prince. And shortly meant to be his bride ? 

March. No, no, no, not till my heart can grant 
its full consent. I’ll presently attend your highness. 

Curtsies^ retires^ and talks with Koyah.) 

Prince. (To Celinda.) Come, boy! can’st thbii 
look there, and yet behold all female charms un- 
moved ? 

Celinda. (Sighing.) No, indeed, my lord, I am not 
insensible. 

Prince. Ay, it’s thus the heart is firmly entangled : 
love may entrap, but animation is the charm that 
holds us last. [Exit with two Pages^ l.h. 

Celinda. Yet, ere the treacherous noose ^ fairly 
closed, a woman’s wit may set the captive free. 

[Exit , L.u 
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Kivyan and Marchioness come forward. 

Koyan. Your candour, nicidam, delights the vo»' 
latilc prince ; pray heaven he fiill not a martyr to your 
charms ! 

March. Chiirms !— pshaw ! — I boast of none ; a 
little mad or so — and like yourself, an enthusiast in 
music. 

Koyan. Ay, there I banquet; music, you know, is 
the food of love. 

March. It is but a meagre diet; but can you really 
feed upon it, and forget the other passion ? 

Koyan. No; but it absorbs, and can for awhile 
assuage the pangs of love. 

March. I^ve ! — Oh, you ow^n it, do you ? 

Koyan. Glory in it; — the object merits adoration. 

March. Oh, she does ; — that’s charming !— You 
shou’dn’t have travelled without her ; does she know 
how much you love ? — Is the fair one cruel, or does 
she pity your flame ? 

Koyan. That I would learn of you. {Bowing.) 

Marchx Of me ! — Ha, ha, ha ! Very prettily turned 
— with great gallantry, upon my honour — lia, ha, ha I 
I never had a China-lover before this day, and like it 
vastly — ha, ha, ha ! Well, to be sure, there is nothing 
delights me so much as a man really in love — ha, ha, 
ha ! The creatures pretend to despise our sex, and 
wil against our charms ; but lei them once be fairly 
heart-stricken, and they are as easily managed as a 
babe in its leading-strings. 

Koyan. Then let those leading-strings be marriage 
’ bonds, and rejoice with me in the silken fetters of 
Hymen. 

March. No, no, no; that’s a knot I ne’er again 
shall tie. 

/ 

DUET- — Koyan and^the Marchionkss. 

Koyan: In silken cords we^ll tie the Gordian knot ; 

March. No, noy no, no, good sir, Vd rather not I 
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Koyan. Within this heart far ever reign^ 

March, Na, no, good sir — t would give ij on pain! 

Koyan, O, pain is pleasure, when we pain approve >• 
^ March, Yes — ^ Us a pleasure that I nc^cr can love ! 

Kojjan. Cou^d'^st thou not fnncj/ him who seeks thij 
heart ? 

March, Oh, no — no, no, good sir, m?/' heart's mt/ 
own, 

Koyan, Wilt thou to love, to love not yield a part ? 

March, iVb, no — no tyrant e'er shall mount its 
throne ! 

Koyan, ud tyrant thou — 

- March, A widow's vow — 

Koyan. A wedding ring — 

March, ' Tis no such thing ! 

1 ne'er, no ne'er will be a wife ! 

Koyan, What lose the joys of love and life ^ 

March, IVs, yes, yes ! 

Koyan. No, no, no ! 

I love thee true — 

March. Perhaps you do ! 

Koyan. Sec^ see my heart with ardour burnt 

March. Why shou'd I see^ . 

intr 1 am free. 

And never will thy love return ! 

Oh, no, no, — poor man ! 

Koyan. Lovely, lovely woman! \^Eseunt, n.ii, 
SCENE II. — An Italian Garden. 

Toledo O’Gallagher, l.h. 

O' Gal, You needn't tell us that; a hearty suj»|x?i^. 
iind a good night’s rest have convinced me that your 
master is no slouch at hospitality. Though his white 
wine slipt so fast down my throat, it has not washed 
away iny gratitude ; and if ever I catch him at Baly- 
poree i, I’ll be pint for pint with him as long as there’s 
«T churn of buttermilk in'my grandmother s dairy. 

Toledo. Yes — the Duke Polisipo is of true Italian 
breed: Droud* noble. £renerous. and iealous. 
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0*G(il, Jealous ! I don’t like that; it is a bad dis- 
order, and he ought to be cured oi'it without loss of 
• time. 

Toledo, Ay, but how» ? 

O'Neal, He must have an Irish doctor — I’ui his 
man : — the sight of me will be like the Bath waters 
to a gouty man — it will bring on the fit in a moment ; 
theii what’s to be done ? I’ll tell you my practice — 

Toledo, Ho so. 

O'" Gal, I will. When I have knocked my patient 
up, why then 1 knock him down. 

Toledo, The devil you do ! 

O'" Gal, Yes, indeed, with strong argument: — 
says 1, Mr. my lord Man^uis, if you were never 
jealous of your wife, your wife would never give you 
cause to be jealous ; but if you will be jealous without 
a cause, it would be a big burning shame for your 
wife if she didn’t give you cause to be jealous. 

Toledo, Upon my word, a pleasant prescription ! 

O' Gal, Oh, it’s the dandy ! — and he’ll swailow it 
like vinegar and honey ; — it may cut a little in going 
down, but I have sweetened it so nately, that it will lie 
comfortajily on his stomach without increasing the 
bile of his jealousy. 

Toledo, \Vell, we had better be in the way ; by this 
time the Prince and his suite are prepared for their 
excursion to the villa. Was the Prince pleased at our 
concert, think you ? Is his highness fond of music ? 

^ O' Gal, Doats upon it; music is as natural to him 
as the turf to the bog of Allen — you may sec it on the 
very face of him. 

Toledo. M'^hat is his favourite instrument ? 

O' Gal. He is not particular ; any tliuig, from the 
drone of a jew’s harp up to the mellifluous tones of 
Paddy Farrel’s bagpipes. 

Toledo, Well, you’ll prepare to attend the Prince, 
it is my dyity to sec all things in readiness for the de- 
parture ' Duke. Exit^ n.H 

yotir : fiibt forward- -jog 
you, and I’ll be after you before you can get the start 
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of me. Ocli ! what the devil of a country this is, 
and how unlike that which gav(* me birth ! Oh, sweet 
Shillelah ! — how I long to have a squint at the sweet 
sod once more— a crooskeen of whiskey-punch and a 
smack from the red ruby lips of my own dear Cicely. 
— 1 shall never forget when 1 first began to court her 
—she was as shy as a little pig in a praty garden ; — 
but one gentle ogle from the heel of my right eye — 
she opened her arms, and cried, conic to my heart, you 
deluder, for that is your own kingdom, sw'cet, sweet 
Mr. O’Gallaghcr. ‘ 

SONG. — O’Gallagiieu. 

O, what a dahit^ thing is the girl I /otr. 

She fits mj/ finger as neat as a JLirrCrick glove / 

If that I had her just down hy yon mountain sidcy 
^Tis there I would ax her if she would become my bride* 
The skin on her cheek is as red as Eve-apple ; 

Her pretty round waist with my arms Vd soon grapple^ 
But when that 1 ax^d her for leave Just to follow her, 
She cock*d up her nose^ and criedy Noy Mr, Gal- 
lagher, 

Oh Cicely y myjezcel, the dickens go with you y why 
If that youWe cruel y Us down at your feet Ell lie ; 
^Case you\e hard-hearted, Fm melted to skin and honey 
Sure you’d me pity to see me both grunt and groan : 
But all I could say^ her hard heart could not mollify, 
sail she would titter y and gigglcy and look so shy : < 
Then with a frown Frn desired not to follow her ; 
Is^ni this pretty usage for Mr, O'' Gallagher ? 

*Twas at Balligallyy one Easier ^ I met with heVy • 
Into Jem Garvey’s I zeent, where I sat with her ^ 
Cicely y my jewel y if that you will be my owuy 
Soon Father Luke he will come, and he’ll make us one. 
On hearing of thisy how her eyes they did glister bright. 
Cicely y my jewel, Fll mpke you my own this night: 
W^^en that she found me determined to follow /zer, 
Fmywr^SyShe then cried out, sweet Mr , O’ Gallagher, 
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SCENE III . — The Suburbs of the City of Naples. 

Carnival. — Lazzaroni^ Lads^ Lasses^ Characters of 
various descriptions — a Beggar boy— Two Min^ 
strels^ Sec. See. 

ITALIAN TRIO. 

SUNG By MASTER DEAN, MR. G. SMITH, & MR. MILLAR. 

2d Min. Che vi par Dorina bella 
Bella sposa che vedoro. 

1st Min. lo per me non vedo Vora 
Bi poter gli dir di si. 

3d. Min. Oh parola che consola. 

2d. Min. Gia son quello. 

1st. Min. a s^ intend e. 

AllSMin. Terminar tante vincende 
Voile amore at fin cosi. 

Che lieto istante^ 

Che dolce amore^ 

Mi sento all core 
jfi. saltellar m 

END OF ACT III. 


CASERTAy 

THE SEAT OF THE DUKE POSILIPO. 


ACT IV. 

SCENE I . — The Court-yard of the Palace. 

Enter the Duke, cautiously followed by two 
Assassins. — During his speech^ Celinoa enters 
behindy l.h.s.e. 
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Duke, It must be so ; her every action proves it : 
Her eye, her heart is set upon him, and the youthful 
Prince glows with reciprocal passion ; and means, no 
doubt, to rob me of the woman I adore, and banquet 
on my misery. I'en thousand agonizing pangs tug 
at ray heart-strings, and urge me on to act a deed, 
that jealous desperation only could inspire. I. must 
not think His life, his life must answer it ! 

Cclinda. {Apart.) His life ! — Powers of heaven 
preserve him ! 

Duke. Come hither, fellows I {Assassins adva7ice. ) 

\st Assas. Here, ray lord. 

Duke. Vou are, no doubt, masters of your trade, 
and strike with firm hand; no qualm of conscience 
palsies the bold arm, or makes the heart shrink from 
deeds of darkness. 

Cclinda. Determined monster ! {Behind.) 

ist Assas, We will do our work according to our 
price. VV e are assassins. 

Duke. Here, take this purse ; the first I have ever 
thus bestowed. 

^d, Assas, I am sorry for it ; it is patriotic to cn- 
coumge trade. * 

Cclinda. {Behind.) Relentless villains ! 

Duke. Your victim will soon pass yon gallery, ar- 
rayed in robes of purple tint ; his attendants he dis- 
misses in the lobby : — a light shall sparkle from his 
door, to mark the chainlrer where he means to rest ; 
lUsh on him as he enters, and plunge your daggers^in 
my rival’s heart. 

Cclinda {Almost overcome with horror and indig- 
nation.) O — h ! 

Assas. Your fears may rest, he never sleeps* 
agai n . [ Exeunt,, j..u. 

Duke. The deed sits heavy at my heart; a breach 
of faith, of honour — hospitality ! But has ht^ not 
broken those sacred ties, and gazed with wanton ad- 
iniration on my d<;stinAd bride, even in my presence, 
,’till their encountering eyes, exchanging mutual 
glances, fired my brain, and fixed (he shaft of jealousjf 
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ill my tortured breast ? — Is it not so ? It is, it is ; there 
is consolation in the thought, and lair foundation for 
in V just revenge. \_Exitj r.h. 

Celinda, Sanguinary tyrant ! O love, inspire me 
with some blest device, to save again that life, far 
dearer than my own. The lime draws on ; my busy 
heart beats at my breiist in dreadful perturbation! — 
How to prevent the blow ? Oh, the Ihoiight is mad- 
ness ! But I will hold the assassin’s hand, and brave 
his dagger, or save, or perish with my love, iny Prince, 
my lord, my rUfister ! l.ii.s.e. 

Enter the Prince, e.ii.s.e. 

Prince, Tiiis fascinating Marchioness hangs about 
my niiiid, and will not let iny busy tUncy rest. Surely 
I was biirn to be the slave of w^ornan ; each new face 
attracts, and each new grace inspires a soft delight I 
never felt before. But when I ask ray heart, if this 
be love?” it calmly answers ‘‘ No.” 

Enter Cclinda, r.ii.s.e. with fur trimmed cloak^ 

. she goes down^ r.h. 

Then the warm glow rushes to my breast, and my 
thoughts return to my native land, to that blest spot, 
where a transient glance from eyes untutored in the 
school of love, first enslaved my soul, and holds it 
fi)vSt in voluntary bondage. 

Cclinda. {In ecslac^,) Now could 1 freely resign 
the enjoyment of succeeding days, and end them at 
tins blissful moment ! 

^ ( Giving scope to her passion^ and forgetting that 

she may he overheard.) 

Prince, {llccognizing the voice,) Ila ! those ac- 
cents drop like coolifig cordials to the thirst- lamishcd 
wretch. — Ti<at voice ; Who’s there ? 

Cclinda. {Resuming the fumble manners of the 
page.) My lord, 1 wait. 

Prince, Is’t you ? W hom did you converse with I 

Cclinda, 1 am alone, my lord. 
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Prince. {Aside.) ’Tis most strange! But night, 
silence, and a bewildered tiincy, sometimes will mis- 
lead the romantic lover’s senses. 

CeHnda. My lord, the night is cold, and the dews 
that fall engender fever and disease ; I have ventured 
therefore to bring this fur pelisse. Shall 1 assist you, 
sir, to put it on ? 

Prince. 1 thank, and shall reward you for your 
care. — {She assists him .) — I am much your debtor, 
generous boy : ^ray life, perhaps, had been the for- 
feit of my folly, but for thy noble stratagem. 

CeHnda. It is my duty to preserve that life on 
which my own existence hangs. 

Prince. Your own existence ? 

CeHnda. I — I — am your page; the bread I eat 
depends upon your bounty — should 1 not endeavour 
to deserve — your love ? 

Prince. My love ? 

CeHnda. 1 mean, my lord, esteem ; the— confi- 
dence, that faithful services solicit from the hands and 
hearts of generous masters. 

Prince. You have my confidence, my esteem, my 
gratitude ; and soon shall witness how beneficently a 
royal hand can repay such obligations as have their 
source in virtuous integrity. 

CeHnda. Heaven watch over and preserve your life 
from deeds of darkness, and the assassin’s dagger ! 

Prince. We. have no such perils now to dread, my 
generous, anxious boy: — come, let us in; the handvof 
Providence protects the innocent ; and while we own 
no guilt, we fear no danger. lExeunt^ l.ii. 

Enter Koyan, r.u. Jacomo attending. ^ 
Exit Jacomoy r.ii. 

Koj/an. How calm and beauteous is the night ! — 
The moon sheds its pale lustre, and invitss the wake- 
ful lover to tbrsakc hi^ pillow, — {The Marchioness 
sings without.) — By all my hopes, the Marchioness ! 
I’lf retire. 
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Enter the Maachioness, l.ii, 

j March, Thisteazins^ companion of the prince pur- 
.siiesmelike my shadow: — not but the man is well 
enough for a Chinese, were I disposed to wear the 
riiggc^d chains of matrimony — but when 1 hear them 
jingle in my ears^ they overset my resolution ; there- 
fore 1 arn now determined — yes, I will lead a single 
life ! 

Koi/an. {Cotnes forward,) A rash determination 5 
madam ; and better broke than kept, believe me. 

Marche Bk;ss me! what have 1 coni u red up ? — A 
lover, sighing to the solitary moon, and counting the 
nielaiicholy stars — ha, ha, ha ! 

Koyan. Without supposing one amongst them 
friendly enough to conduct his mistress to this happy 
spot. 

March. Oh ! — I beg your pardon, sir : an assigna- 
tion, I suppose: you expect your mistress Acre, do 
you ? 

Koi/an, No, madam ; she is here already* 

March, -Indeed ! — do, for once, let me have a j>eep 
at her. In which of these arbours — where have you 
concealed her? 

Koyan, In my heart, madam. 

March, Is she a single tenant,— or has she fellow- 
lodgers there ?— Ha, ha, ha ! 

Xoi/an, It’s all her own, believe me ; she breathes 
not that can share it with her. 

March. Well, happiness attend her ; and so, good 
night, my noble friend — Ha, ha, ha ! 

{Crosses to r.h.) 

Koj^an. {As she crosses to go, he catches her hand.) 
.Stay — one moment, I beseech you ! 

March. 1 can’t — let me go — your mistress will be 
jealous. 

Koyan. I wish she was. ' 

March, Indeed! 

Koyan. Yes ; for then her love were unequivocal. 
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March, Nay, you are already sure of that. 

Koi/an, Am I ? — say but you love me, and — 
March, 1 ! — 1 — love! — 1 say I love! — what inc ! 
Koj/an, You are that mistress ; and by this hand I 
swear — 

March, Swear not by that hand, I beseech you ; 
that’s my hand, and I intend to keep it so a 'ittlc 
longer. 

AIR. — Marchioness. 

JMlle Cupid one dajj d*cr a myrtle bough stray'^d^ 
And among the sweet blossoms he wantonly play'd ; 
Pinching many a leaf from the buds o f the tree^ 

He felt that his finger was stung by a bee. 

lAttle Cupid then whimper'd, he sobb'd and he sigh'd. 

Then rati to his mother and pettishly cried. 

Ah I Venus, dear mother, Tm wounded you see, 

And I ask for revenge on the mischievous b(c, 

Ilis mother then laugh'd at the story he told. 

On his forehead of snow strok'd his ringlets of gold, 
Nozo when you wound another, my lad, answered she. 
Ere your arrows arc pointed, you'll think on the bee, 
A lesson of love let the story impart. 

When the beam of the eye lights the flame of the heart. 
Ye fair ones remember while yet you are free. 

That the rose holds the thorn and the myrtle the bee. 

[^Exit L.ii. playfully, 

Koyan, Charming, adorable, teazing creature ! — 
Who’s there ? 


Jacomo, l.h. 

Jaco, ’Tis I, signor. 

Koyan, Is the Duke yet retired to rest ? 

Jaco, No, signor; — I believe he waits upon the 
Prince. * 

Koyan, You may so in: — I’ll but take a turn in 
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Jtico. Nay, — don’t — don’t do that— 1 — 1 — I be- 
seech you, be advised ! 

Kojjan. Why, what should 1 fear ? 

Jaco. Our old steward had a son ; his name was 
Polydore — 

koijati. Well, what of him r 

Jaro. A handsome, gallant youth, killed at the battle 
of Lodi : — Suselte, a beauteous maid of the village, 
ful lowed him to the wars — 

Koijan, 1 have heard their story. 

Jaco. And now they say their ghosts — 

Koj/a)i. 11a, liji ! — Well, well, gel in ; it shall be so. 

Jaco. (Going.) Ay, ay, sir; I am gone. 

\_Ea;it. L.rr. 

Kotjan, A sympathetic heart feels a inelaiiclioU 
pleasure in contemplating even the disastrous fate of 
those who truly loved. Polydore died, too, as a sol- 
dier should — thanking the god of battle, when he 
heard his country’s glad trumpet sound a victory ! 


AIR.— Kovan. 


He was fnnCd for deeds of arms / 

She, a maid of envied charms. 

Now to him her love imparts. 

One pure flame pervades both hearts : 
Honour calls him to the fiehU 
Love to conquest now must yield; 
Sweet maid] he cries, again Vll come to thee, 
When the glad trumpet sounds a victory / 

Battle now with fury glozes, 

Hostile blood in torrents flows; 

His duty tells him to depart. 

She press'd her hero to her heart ! 

And now the trumpet sounds to arms. 
Amid the clash of rude alarms ; 

Sweet maid! he cries, again I'll come to thee, 
When the glad trumpet sounds a victory ! 
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He with lo'oe and conquest burns^ 

Both subdue his mind bi/ turns : 

Heath the soldier now enthrals ^ — 

With his wounds the hero falls! 

Shcj disdauiing war^s alarms^ 

Rushed and caught him in her arms! 

O, death ! — he cries^ — thou^rt welcome now to me ! 
Bor hark ! — the trumpet sounds a victori/ ! 

\Exity L.H. 


SCENE IL— Galleri/. 

A winding stair •case seen through an arch in the flat. 

Several side doors j S^c. — All dark, except a faint 

light from the Pt ince^s room ; the door partly open. 

Enter Assassins through the arch at top, R*if . 

1st Assas. Calvciti ti( With all the fear and can* 

^nd Assas. Here ! J tion of midnight murderers.) 

Assas. Hiivc you marked the turnings of yoi|^ 
winding staircase ? — If accident should prevent th^ 
perpetration of our plan, the means of flight were ne- 
cessary to know. 

1^^ Assas. We arc secure. — I have noted all — and 
can find each turning were it as dark as hell. 

\st.Assas. Hush! — lie close-^be firm and reso- 
lute ! 

2nd. Assas. Fear me not. 

(Assassins take their stand near the Prince's door.) 

Enter Celinda, with a small dark lantern, and an 
Italian guitar, through arch. ^ 

Celinda. It is an awful silence ! — If my scheme 
should fail ! — (She makes the lantern light — holds it 
up, waving it in the air — and looking under it, per- 
ceives the Assassins.) — ‘The villains are in ambush. — 
(Makes the lantern dark, then strikes a chord on 
her instrument, and Crosses to l.h.) 
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1.9^ Assas. Calvetii ! 

Assas. Here ! 

f Assas. Perceived you not a floating light ? 

2nd Assas. I did ; and heard a gentle strain from 
'•onie strange instrument. 

1st Assas. Our victim, perhaps, playing his own 
elegy. — (Cclhida strikes the chord again.) — Hark ! 

AIR. — Celinda. 

Farexcell those hopes ^ that to my ardent soul 
The fairy scenes of pro misUl rapture tell ! 

Farewell those joys that ol er my fancy roll^ 

And all the transports of this life, farewell I 
Farewell ! — F arcicell ! 

( Inuring the last line of this verse^ Celinda crosses 
to 11. II.) 

Assas, It must be our victim. — Flow sweetly 
le warbles ! 

2nd Assas. From yonder entrance the sound jn o- 
"ceds. — {Pointing off.) — Poor wretch ! He secerns to 
)ropfiecy 5 dying swan his shall ter- 

iiinate in music. — If again he sings, we’ll follow, and 
despatch him before he can reach his chamber door. 
h-Hush! 

{During this strain Celinda exits^ h.ji.u.e. — 
the Assassins^ with their daggers drawn ^ fol- 
low by the sound; — the air continues to be 
played {very piano) in the orchestre; — the 
Prince, conducted by two Pages, r.h. with 
two lights each^ enters {still habited in the fur 
pelisse) — the attendants open the folding door 
in flat — the Prince hows and goes in^ followed 
by the Pages^ who leaxe only one light each ; 
they return and exit r.h. — The air dying 
away until a total silence remains ; — then enter 
the Duke l..u. with a taper in his hand^ and 
in his robe de chambre^ of a purple or dark 
blue colour — he listens with great caution^ and 
then sets down the light. y 
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Duke, I have listened with attentive ear, and all | 
seems hushed and silent as the lonely church-yard ai I 
the midnight hour. The assassins here were safclv-'* 
posted ; they have not sure betrayed me, and taken a 
counter-bribe to let their victim 'scape (Listenw: 
at the Prince!* s door.)— The deed is yet to do ! — He 
is retired to rest — the villains have let him pass un- 
noticed ! ( Listens again!) ' ! 

Enter the Assassins, through the arch^ ii.ii.u.E. | 

Assas, Some devil must have aided his escape ’ i 
The voice ceased, and the shadow vanished from our 
sight 

2wd Assas. ’Twas well that 1 had noted every 
winding of this aark stair-case, or our purpose had 
been foiled. 

\st Assas. {Percevoingthe Duke.) See!— he still 
is in our power : — approach and strike ! 

Duke. {Hearing theirxoices^ turns and sees them.) 
Ha ! — you are there ? 

1 st Assas. Yes, to thy confusion ! ( Stahs hmLl 

Duke. Oh — hold !— you know not w'hal you do [ 

{Falls. 

At this instant centers through the arch.-- 

Koyan and the Marchioness enter from am 
ther apartment j e.h. 

Celinda. Help !— Lights ! — Murder ! 

£«/erCHiNTANG andZAVUAm^withfourlightSy r. 
Celinda seeing the Duke supported by Assassit 
{from the colour ojfhis robe) mistakes him for i 
Prince^ utters a violent shriek^ and exclaims—^' 

Ah ! my prince is murdered ! 

The Prince enters from his apartment and catch 
her in his armsy r.h. 

Prince. No look up, sweet boy, and see i 
'Iftolds thee in his arms! 
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{Celinda recovers^— and kn eels y— kissing the 
Princess hand, — The curtain drops^ — The 
characters form a tableau.) 

END OF ACT IV. 


ENGLAND. 


x^CT V. 

SCENE 1 . — The entire Stage is formed into the re- 
presentation of the quarter-deck of a Man of JVar. 

Enter Admiral Lord from the cabin, 

_ Ad miral, Hollo ! — Where’s my old master ? Bunt- 
line, 1 say ! Has the sleepy porpus turned in already ? 

Enter Buntlinb half tips^ from the companion. 

Bunt, No, please your honour, I have turned out. 
Admiral, Man the pinnace, you lubber — and look 
to the unfortunate people in the offing. Where’s 
y(jur humanity, and be damn’d to you ? 

Bunt. My humanity ? Why I lent it to Kit Keel- 
hawl, and he has taken it aboard the pinnace with 
him. 

Admiral. Why not go yourself, you unnatural 
grampus ? 

Bunt, I dursn’t.— I had got my grog aboard; and 
1 had such a daiim’d smash in the bows, I was afraid 
iny head rails ould give way. 

Admiral. The storm is abated, and the poor souls 
will w^eaiher it, I trust. My heart bled for their 
danger, which 1 clearly perceived with my glasses. 

D ^ 
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JBunt. Ila, ha, ha ! — and my glassies prevented me 
from p(Tceiving it ; but Kit was smoaking his pipe 
along shore, and looking a head, Shiver me,” say*' 
Kit, but it’s like to blow more than a cap-full, M:*«- 
ter Hmitline” — the porpois(‘s made for shore, and tL 
sea began to rumble, as if it meant Ic) lilt up Davy’s 
hornpipe. Damme, he manned the pinnace, and 
stowed a bottle of bmndy, and a couple of hands 
aboard, and away he scudded like a nine-pounder — 
he’ll tow ’em in, 1 warrant me ; for when there was a 
soul to be saved, or a British ensign hoisted ovei a 
tri-coloured rag, I never sec’d Kit’s fellow ! He’s a 
sailor every inch of him ! 

Admiral, IIcposs('sses the richest treasure that sea- 
man ever yet made j rize of. 

Bunt, What may that be, your honour? 

Admiral, A feeling heart. 

Bunt. Y^es, that’s a pretty sort of ballast; and 
saves a man from being capsized in the foul ocean of 
ill-nature. 

Admiral. Ballast ! It should be the seamau-s eprp- 
pass, his chart, his rudder. His profession should 
teach him humanity ; he should possess a conscience 
less clouded with sin than other folks, who exists him- 
self in peril, and breathes with only a plank between 
him and eternity, 

. Bunt, Well ; if grog, tobacco, and pretty girls be 
sinful, those crimes, Med Buntline, hast thou to an- 
swer tor. 

Admiral, Grog ! Pshaw ! that’s no sin ! 

Bunt. If it be — Lord ha’ mercy upon the British 
navy ! 

Admiral, Tobacco ! — A pipe is a sailor’s compa-r 
nion ; it shortens his watch, and vanishes in smoke 
like the threats of his enemies. 

Bunt.. Exactly so, please your honour ; for it’s all 
puff! But how am I to get abso-lo-lu-tion for the 
parity girls ? 

:i0^iral. You Aoivt look much like a gay dc- 
ceivtet. 
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Bunt. Not just now, please your honour, mayhap 
not. 

Admiral. But you never seduced your messmate’s 
, or ran oli‘ with your landlord’s daughter. 

Bunt. Never : — never threw my grappling irons 
aboard another man’s schooner — 1 steered clear 
o’ them there works ; never had but one mate at a 
time, and always had the chaplain’s commission f<>r 
sailing. 

Admiral. Then what does the swabber want abso- 
iuiion for, w'hen he h:is committed no crime ? 

Bunt. V ou shall hear, please your honour. — When 
the pretty Polly fixt her dead lights, I hoisted a black 
pendant, and decoyed the lovely Peggy into ray wake 
— she sailed in the same squadron with me for two 
years, but sickness broached her to — away went the 
mainstay of her constitution, the mast came over the 
taffril, and she foundered ; guns of distress brought 
'a iny assistance Die charming Sally, she was a first- 
rate ; but she fell in with an Algerine, called Smng- 
g’log^KSrry, forgot her duty, and sailed under his 
flag-^'^it, 1 soon got alongside the lubber, boarded 
him sword in hand — he fought like a devil iis he was ; 
but I shattered his rigging presently, left him with one 
arm, and Sail with a broken heart; her pum[>s of 
health were soon choaked up, she slipt her cable, and 
went on a lee shore ! 

Admiral. Well, and what then ? 

Bunt. What then? — Why then I took a double 
allowance of grog ; — in the first can 1 dropt a tear 
for Poll ; — in the second, I snivelled for Peg ; — in the 
third, I blubbered for Sail and in the fourth — 

' Admiral. What four cans of grog ? 

Bunt. To be sure, to drink my king’s health ; and 
confusion to all Smugglers and Algerines ! 

Admiral. Well said, ray jolly old master! But 
come, the strangTs must soon be alongside ; do you 
repare between decks — I’ll prepare the cabin for 
the master and the passengers, and then 1 shall receive 
them as a British admiral should do ; and 1 trust, that 

D 3 
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the cheerful glass that gives them comfort, will not be 
the less acceptable because it is ofiFered by the rough 
hand of a veteran seaman. into cahin. 

Bunt. Rough hands, smooth hearts ! — avast th^ug'- 
—no flummery, my boy ; though we are damn’d^ !io 
•nest fellows, we should stow our jaw on that head ; 
an English sailor should not palaver like a French 
mounsier — always with a speaking-trumpet stuck in 
his fist, and the scuppers of his mouth running over 
with nonsense. — An English sailor might serve bis 
friend, love his girl, and thrash his enemy, and be all 
the time as snug and as mute as a marlin-spike ! — 
Avast !— Here comes one of the poor swabs already : 
—so, d’ye hear, hand us up a pitcher of grog. 


Enter O’Gallaghee up the shifts sidcy r.h. 


O^GaL Well, to be sure! — My grandmother used 
to say, that drowning was a mighty pleasant death ; 
but I don’t think the ould soul ever had mifeh prac- 
tice that way ; but now I’m aliv(5, and can speak^irbm 
exparience — and the devil may burn me if ever 1 wish 
to bie drowned again as long as I have breath in my 
body; 


S^LOR gives a can of grog from the companion. 

BuM. Yo hoy ! What cheer, my hearty ? 

O'Gah Cowld enough, honey — a wet jacket, and 

t)elly ftill of salt<water. 

Bunt. Come, stow your grog then ! 

O^GaL I can’t touch it, by the powers ! 

Bunt. What ! — not rum and water ? 

O'* Gal. As much rum as you please, but not a tooth 
full of water; I have as much of the pure element in 
my stomach at this moment, as would make grog of 
^ puncheon of whiskey. 

fc Bunt. (Calling.) Messmate, overhaul my case, and 
ing out the brandy bottle I 
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0*GaL The brandy barrel yon mean; upon my 
conscience, I believe all the co^niac in England 
woiild’nt bring the water into my eyes. 

y 

Sailor gives a case bottle and glass y from the 
companion. 

- •'•v 

* \ 

Bunt. Come, take a drop my hearty ! 

O^Gal. (Taking the glass.) I see we shall under- 
stand one another by and bye. 

Bunt. Come, bung tlic other eye, and belay your 
jaw tacks ’till you get your provisions aboard. 

O’Gfl/. Faith you may say that ; a big lump of cold 
beef, or the leg and arm of a turkciy, wotild not choak 
ino just now ; — England’s a spot, where a ship- 
wrecked stranger, with a guinea in his pocket, may 
get a dry shirt and a good dinner. 

Bunt. Aye, or without a guinea in his pocket. 

O' Gal. You are right, boy ; 1 have tried it both 
ways. 

My countrymen are sometimes shy of false " 
sigcmli^ipisted by common cruizers.in the streets : but 
I iie^er^s^e’d the flag of real distriiss streaming from 
the top-niast of poverty, that British hearts did not 
feel for the wretched, and stretch forth British hands 
to save them from foundering; for good humour and 
hospitality is our characteristic — take us as you please, 
from the north to the sohth ! 

O' Gal. And west too, into the bargain. — The rose, 
the thistle, and the shamrock, are as pretty a posy as 
ever adorned the breast of a monarch. — ^Ogh, may he 
and his posterity enjoy the sweets of it, while the 
green grass grows and the fresh wattir runs ! 

Bunt. And the salt water too, my hearty — that’s 
our own dominion : — for while it separates the three 
first rates, England, Ireland, and Scotland, from the 
squadron nations of Dutch, Dons, and Parlyvous, it 
binds us in its watery fence, and proves that nature f 
meant we should be united. 

\^Exeunt down the companion* 
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Enter Me Admiral from the cabin ; the Prince, 
Cklinoa, Mindora, and Koyan, come on board. 

Admiral, While I cong-ratulatc yo!ir highness on 
your safely, 1 cannot but regret the rough reception 
you have met with from our British cleuKuits. ^ 

Prince. And 1 rejoice in the occasion that gave 
me at once an UFierring proof of the genius of your 
nation. Had 1 appeared amongst you, announced a 
prince, with all the pomp of rank and eminence*, flat- 
tery might dec<dve, or obsequious aiteiition conceal, 
the real character from my view ; but you beheld us, 
fellow-men, tossed upon a dangerous billow ; you 
never staid to eriquiic who needed ^ our assistance ; 
but fearless of the dringerous clement, braved its ma- 
lice, and proved yourselves what even your enemies 
allow — the intrepid offspring of huiuanity. 

Admiral. {To Mindora.) Vou, gentle madam, smn 
to feel a double portion of fatigue and weariness ; 
but such plain corn forts as an old weather-bc&»tQ n sea - 
man can afford, are freely at your service. ^ 1 ***^/' 

Mindora. 1 am much your debtor, sir : \ .e dan- 
gers I have pcissed seem like a dream, and arc forgot- 
ten all ; but other emotions fill my mind, and weigh 
upon my spirits. A little rest, 1 trust, will quite 
compose nu*. 

Admiral. This to me is the most unclouded hour, 
for tweniy years, 1 have had to enter on my Journal. 
— (2b Mindora.) — Judge the emotion of a grateful 
seaman’s .Heart, when he boasts the joy of having 

f ower to do by others, w'hat once was nobly done by 
iin. 

Mindora. Sir? 

Admiral. 1 was once cast, a wreck, with all my 
forlorn crew, upon the coast of China, and there ! 
found an hospitable home ; friends to comfort, hearts 
to pity my misfortunes : but, like a treacherous fiend, 
I was/ tempted secretly to rob my best friend of his 
treasure. 1 would secure to myself what was 
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dearer to him than the vital streams than gave him 
oeing; but 1 had scarcely gained possession of my 
orize, when the perfidious theft had reached his know- 

edge. 

Mindora. {Aside.) Oh, heavenly j30wers ! pro- 
ceed. 

^hfyiiraL The treasure I had purloined was torn 
from my heart, and with it all that could render life 
supportable ! 

Mindora. {Aside.} Hold, hold, bewildered fancy ! 
whither would you lead me ? 

Admiral. And that, for w^hich I ventured honour, 
friendship, love, and life, was lost to me for ever ? 

Mindora. {'Tliroxos up her 'oeil.) Look upon this 
face ! Have twenty years of absence there defaced 
each trace and lineament of thy once-loved Mindora ? 

Admiral. {Sfarls.) Mindora ! Merciful heaven ! 
My long-lost wife ! 

{Theu fall into each other* s arms. Koyan and 
C^inda involuntarily drop on ihtir kne^s., one 
the side of their father^ and the other of 
mother.) 

kneel, kneel, my children, and re- 
ceive a lather’s blessing ! 

Admiral. Am I indeed so blest ! 

{Embracing them.) 

Prince. The illusion that oft has crossed my be- 
wildered fancy, this blissful moment realizes 1 In the 
prej^erver of my life, 1 here behold the maid who 
taught me first to love 1 

Celinda. Can you forgive the simi^le maid, whose 
love, not her ambition, urged her to cast her dazzled 
eyes towards a mighty prince ? 

Prince. Forgive ! ray throne I would scorn, un- 
less ’twere shared with thee. 

Mindora. No, gracious sir, we are thy royal fa- 
ther’s vassals, you our charge ; uii<i when thy mission 
.s accomplished, to him agaiy shall we resign our 
power. A nobler fair one shall possess thy heart, 
though none, perhaps, more truly knows its value than 
tier on whom you would bestow your royal hand. 
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Admiral. If she inherits half her mother’s virtues, 
her hand would not disgrace an emperor ! 

Koyan. Nay, sir, I arn bound in honour for the 
prince’s safety, and owe my life and fortune to Ih'^ 
king his father. 

Prince. The king, my father, never meant his son 
should give his hand, but where his heart had made 
a free eleclion : my choice will add new glories to the 
parent crown, and stud the sacred diadem with virtue, 
truth, with innocence and love! 

Celinda. My prince ! my master ! 

Prince, Thy lover, husband, and thy friend. — 
(Embracing her,) — Let those of my train depart, and 
bear the tidings to my royal father : here will I stay 
until his fixed command withdraw me hence. The 
study of your laWvS, your policy in peace, wisdom in 
war, your skill in arts and arms, shall be the subjects 
of my strong inquiry ; and, if my native land here- 
after should attain pre-eminence amongst the nations 
of the*east, let it be recorded in its future annals, she 
owes her boasted glory to a firm endeavour to "Emulate 
that envied code of golden ethics, which vi5ii*^"vhe 
basis of a British constitution* * \ 

All the characters enter from the Companion^ and 
join in the 

FINALE. 

When Britain first at heaven's command^ 

Arose from out the azure main^ 

This was the charter of the land. 

And guardian angels sung the strain : 

P^ e Britannia^ Britannia rule the waves ^ 
Bmtons never shall be slaves, 

The nations not so blest as thee. 

Must in their turn to tyrants fall^ 

Whilst thou shall flourish great and free^ 

The dread and envy of them all, 

s Rule Britannia^ ^e. 
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Still more majestic thou shalt rise^ 

More dreadful from each foreign stroke. 
And the loud blasts that rend the skies. 
Serve but to root thy native oqk. 

Rule Britannia, Sfc. 


Disposition, of the Characters when the Curtain falls. 
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